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Chapter | 


The Angel and 


Amane, who had woken up early for the start of the new semester, 
found it a little disappointing that no one was next to him. 

A face-to-face encounter with Mahiru’s father, Asahi, and Mahiru’s 
emotional outburst. It all happened on the last day of summer vacation, 
but it wasn’t all that bad. 

The feelings of Mahiru’s father, which had been shrouded in 
mystery until then, began to be disclosed in small parts. Amane 
professed that he wanted to protect Mahiru for the rest of her life, and 
in turn he was able to make up his mind to continue walking beside her. 

Mahiru seemed to accept it. Amane hadn’t made any clear promises 
to her just yet, but even so, he wanted to believe that she’d accept them 
when the time came. 

He jokingly asked Mahiru if she wanted to stay with him overnight, 
but in the end, she didn’t do so. 

He had intended to coerce her into staying the night if it seemed 
like she was really going to be crushed by her unbearable pain, but it 
appeared that Amane’s words put her at ease, and she left with a faint 
smile lacking strength, but she wasn’t broken at heart. 


(I hope she’s not pushing herself too hard...) 
As he changed into his uniform, he thought back to what had 


happened to Mahiru the day before, but she seemed to have calmed 
down considerably through Amane’s consoling. There was a fair bit of 


unease when Amane noted that he alone occupied the majority of 
Mahiru’s life, since there were things that he couldn’t help her with 
himself. 

His expression darkened a little, wondering what to do if she was 
still sorrowful, but just as he fastened his belt, he heard the sound of 
someone unlocking the front door. 

It was their first day at school after summer vacation, so she must 
have come earlier than usual. 

Amane promptly left his bedroom, necktie in hand, and found 
Mahiru stood at the entrance to the kitchen putting on her apron. 


“Good morning.” 


Mahiru smiled the same way as always, and Amane was silently 
relieved. 


“Morning. Did you sleep well?” 


“Tm not so depressed as to make you worry about me, and I’m fine 
now. I’ve cleared up my mind.” 


“Even if you say that so clearly, your emotions are something else. 
Well, you may think I’m worrying too much, but let me know if it gets 
painful. rll support you with all my might.” 

“Thank you very much... Pll be counting on you.” 

Mahiru turned into a little bundle of shyness and she seemed to 


really mean what she said, so Amane smiled lightly at her and headed 
for the bathroom to get dressed. 


$4 Had 


“Have you forgotten anything?” 


Mahiru called out to him after he ate the breakfast she made him, 
and was just about to head out of the house. 

Even if she asked if he forgot something, he prepared everything 
beforehand, so there probably wasn’t anything. He put everything he 
needed in his bag ahead of time to make sure, and he shouldn’t have 
any problems. 


“T don’t think I forgot anything.” 
“Really?” 

“Yeah, why are you doubting me?” 
“ ,.Haven’t you forgotten this?” 


Mahiru looked a little exasperated as she motioned to his uniform. 
It was a school-designated necktie that Amane intended to tie later since 
it was so hot. When she reminded him that he’d left it in the bathroom 
after washing his face, he finally remembered. 


“Ahhh,” he said without thinking, and he could hear her sigh. 


“There’s the opening ceremony later, so you have to be well- 
dressed.” 


“Honestly, geez,” Mahiru said as she tried to wrap the necktie 
around his neck, and Amane crouched down lightly, feeling somewhat 
embarrassed. 

Of course, he could do it himself, since it was basically something 
he’d done every day before summer vacation, but he didn’t want to stop 
her if Mahiru was going to do it for him. 

He let out a small smile at the sight of Mahiru diligently fixing his 
necktie. 


(No doubt she’ll be embarrassed once she realizes it later) 


It was heart-warming for him to see her acting like his newlywed 


wife. 

Amane was grateful that she did it naturally without thinking, but 
more than that, he was looking forward to her blushing face when she 
realized it later, so everything was good. 

As he peered at Mahiru, who was still carefully tying his necktie, 
she noticed that the style of his gaze was different from usual, and she 
gave him a suspicious look. 


“Is something wrong?” 
“No, it’s nothing. I was just thinking about how happy I am.” 
“That’s fine, but you’re so careless sometimes, Amane-kun.” 


“I guess so. You could say that I let my guard down because you’re 
here, Mahiru.” 


“Geez. You’re helpless.” 


Mahiru let out a happy yelp as she finished tying his necktie, 
seemingly satisfied. Since it was happening in front of the door, he 
thought she was like a wife sending her husband off to work, but 
Mahiru would ignore him for a while if he said so, so he kept quiet. 

Instead, he patted her on the head and held her hand firmly. 


“Okay, let’s go.” 


“Yes.” 


Without hesitation, Amane smiled at Mahiru and took her hand as if 
he was used to it, and opened the door while holding her bag. 

Mahiru intended to carry it herself, but since she was doing so 
much for him, Amane at least wanted to do this much for her. 

Mahiru’s cheeks relaxed and she was slightly happily at Amane’s 
unyielding refusal to back down and lightly headbutted his upper arm. 


“What’s wrong?” 
“Its nothing.” 
“If you say so, then that’s fine.” 


He wasn’t so dull as to take what she said at face value, but if 
Mahiru wasn’t going to say any more, he wouldn’t press any further. 


“Pm heading off.” 


When Amane muttered to himself, Mahiru stared at him and 
echoed, “I’m heading off,” as if following his lead. 

Thinking that his apartment was the place he returned home to 
with Mahiru made him blush, and he relaxed his cheeks with a mixture 
of embarrassment and happiness, but Mahiru didn’t question his change 
in expression. 

After all, Mahiru was beaming happily, her face already a faint red 
color and there was no way that she would notice Amane’s 
embarrassment. 

He took the blissful Mahiru’s hand once again, and she squeezed 
back in the same way. 


It was September, but the heat still showed no signs of receding. 
Even in the morning, it was sweltering and the sun was shining brightly. 

Regardless, once they reached the school grounds, they could bask 
in the air conditioning. 


“.,.Are you trying to escort us into the scorching heat first thing in 
the morning?” 


“What do you mean?” 


Amane, seated in the classroom, was chatting with Mahiru when for 
some reason, Itsuki called out to him with a strained expression. 


“Cmon... When you're flirting like this it’s just showing off...” 


“Showing off? You know we were just having a normal 
conversation, man.” 


“Yeah, the conversation showed that you two are serious students, 
but just look at the atmosphere, your attitudes, and the gazes you were 
giving each other.” 


After entering the classroom and greeting their classmates, the two 
of them began to review how they would do on the last tests, but even 
that made it seem like they were flirting. 

In Amane’s eyes, he was just being diligent in preparing for the next 
test, so it didn’t feel right to have it be labeled as flirting. 


“Its about time you stopped being so naive when Shiina-san is 
involved. Definitely not in public, at least.” 


“I didn’t even do anything this time. We were just checking the 
scope of the questions and memorizing the quiz.” 


“’..This is why you're so...” 


“Tm not following.” 


When Amane looked at him, wondering what on earth he was 
talking about, Itsuki gave him the same look once again. 


“Look around you.” 


He did as he was told and looked around him, only to be met with 
murderous glares aimed at him from the boys. The girls looked at him 
with smiles and a hint of envy. 

Yuuta, Kazuya, and Makoto, who had been enjoying their chat, 
smiled wryly and also gave him lukewarm smiles, to which Amane’s 
cheeks twitched slightly. 


“Lately, you two have been having a hard time seeing things around 
you. Do you get it?” 


“...You and Chitose were like that as well, you know.” 


“How rude. We were flirting like that on purpose. It’s not like we’re 
married like you two are, Amane.” 


“Pm not so sure about that, either.” 


Apparently, all their flirting up until now was done intentionally, so 
that seemed like a bigger problem, but the overall opinion of the class 
was more problematic. 

Mahiru’s cheeks were slightly flushed from Itsuki’s words, looking 
restless and uncomfortable, so she may have been aware of it herself. If 
that was the case, Amane wished she had told him beforehand. 


“...Was I really grinning at her that much?” 


“T wouldn’t really call it a grin, but there’s a huge difference in 
attitude between how you treats others and how you treat her... you can 
tell just from your gaze and the flow of the conversation that you’re 
doting on her.” 


“’..1 can’t deny what Akazawa-san said.” 
“Tt was that bad?” 


Of course, Amane was careful not to act like they usually did when 
they spent time together, but from the way Mahiru was averting her 
gaze, it seemed like he wasn’t doing a very good job of it. 

He touched his cheeks, wondering if his expressions really looked so 
soft, but he didn’t really understand it himself. 


$1 %.% 


It was the first day back in school after summer vacation, so once 
the school-wide assembly was over and the homeroom teacher had 
notified the class, they were free to head straight home. 

Usually, it wouldn’t be strange for classes to be held afterward, but 
thanks to the upcoming tests, classes were disbanded early. 


“I don’t wanna do the test~” 


After homeroom ended, Chitose made her way over to Itsuki’s seat 
and slumped over his desk, murmuring in disgust that seemed to come 
from the bottom of her heart. 


“Really? If you study every day, you’ll be able to revise well, so 
you’d get to go home earlier than when we have normal classes, so it’s 


pretty easy.” 


“That’s something honor students like Amane and Mahirun say. 
Generally speaking, tests are unpleasant. Right, Yuu-chan?” 


“Ahaha. Well, I guess I can understand how you both feel. 
Personally, I feel lonely without club activities, but I also feel 
comfortable taking a break. I don’t think there’s much to think about on 
the test itself.” 


“Kuh, Yuu-chan’s an honor student too...” 


Yuuta was the ace of the track team, but he wasn’t just good at 
sports. In fact, he was good at studying too. Between the high and low 
end, he’d be classified as one of the higher scorers. 

Chitose may have been in the go-home club, but she was a former 
track and field club member and preferred to exercise rather than using 
her head, so she didn’t seem to be very good at tests especially when her 
daily efforts left her with a lot to mumble about. Though the main 
reason was probably that she just didn’t like studying in the first place. 


“Ikkuuun, everyone’s bullying me.” 
“You say that, but... Well, we’ll just have to do our best, Chi.” 


“Tkkun, you traitor. You were studying even during summer 
vacation.” 


“If my grades start to drop, I won’t be able to do whatever I want.” 


Itsuki cackled and said that his father was pestering him to get 
better grades. 

Itsuki was a good-natured student to begin with, but he tended to 
prioritize Chitose, so he only got average grades instead. That was 
probably what Itsuki’s father didn’t like. 

‘His family must have had it rough in a lot of ways’, Amane thought 
sympathetically as he prepared to go home, just as Mahiru, who seemed 
to have already finished preparing, came over to him with her bag in 
hand. 


“Sorry to keep you waiting. I was talking to the teacher...” 


“Tt’s fine, I was just chatting with Itsuki. Chitose was just lamenting 
that she won’t be able to do tomorrow’s test.” 


“There’s nothing I can do about that.” 


“Tve been abandoned!” 


“It would be reckless for you to memorize all the details the day 
before the test, so... Pd like to know what our long vacation was for.” 


Chitose, who had looked up at Mahiru hearing her logic, then 
slumped over her desk once more. 


“You reap what you sow,” he said while flashing her a pitying 
glance. Even Amane couldn’t do anything about Chitose’s memory and 
her lack of daily effort. 

It was just that despite her concern, Mahiru’s statement was quite 
harsh, but with a troubled smile, she pulled a clear file out of her bag 
and gently handed it over to Chitose. 


“T thought this would happen, so I put together a summary of the 
important parts that will be on the test. I think you'll be able to avoid 
failing.” 


“Mahirun, you’re an Angel!” 
“T told you to stop calling me that...” 


Mahiru smiled wryly at Chitose, who had jumped to her feet and 
hugged her suddenly. 

As it were, Amane lent a hand in creating the notes and sussed out 
the topics that were likely to be covered on the test. 

Amane and Mahiru, who understood the teacher’s habits when 
making tests, discussed it and picked out the main points. He’d feel bad 
if he missed the point of being a teacher, but even so, he has definitely 
chosen a place that’ll be on the test, so he should be able to get a good 
score. 


“He also helped me out, so please don’t thank only me but Amane- 
kun as well.” 


“Oh, Amane-sama, I am grateful. Would you like a picture of 
Mahirun eating a crepe with whipped cream on her cheeks, or Mahirun 
watching a horror movie with tears in her eyes?” 

“Chitose-san?!” 

“Both, I guess.” 


“Not you too, Amane-kun!” 


Amane couldn’t help but laugh at Mahiru, who was blushing and 
frowning that she had her picture taken before she knew it. 


“Tm kidding.” 

“Really?” 

“Well, if you’ll give it to me, I’ll take it.” 

There was nothing wrong with the photo itself, and if he was going 
to get a picture of Mahiru’s cute appearance from her friend, he’d be 
more than happy to have it. 

Mahiru looked dissatisfied with Amane’s replies, but as Chitose was 
cackling, she didn’t turn her anger toward Amane but instead let out a 


sulky “Chitose-san, you dummy.” 


“Getting along is a good thing, Mahirun. It means that Amane’s so 
crazy for you that he can’t help but want your pictures.” 


“That’s that, and this is this.” 


Amane and Chitose both laughed at Mahiru’s flat declaration and 
turned away in a huff, which made Mahiru sulk even more. 


$1 %.% 


“So you got it after all?” 


Mahiru called out to him in a subtly sulky tone just as they were 
about to get home. 

Mahiru didn’t seem to mind the fact that she’d been photographed 
in and of itself, but she seemed reluctant to show it to Amane, so she 
gave him a slightly prickly look. 


“I dunno.” 


“PI add a lot of wasabi to the broth first, just for your soba. It’ll 
be so delicious that you’ll want to cry.” 


“Tm sorry. I didn’t get it.” 


With his lunch on the line, dodging the question was bound to be a 
bad move, so he quietly confessed. 

Mahiru didn’t like the sound of it so Amane decided not to ask her 
without permission. Of course, he was planning to have Chitose show 
him as soon as he got permission. 

Mahiru, visibly relieved by Amane’s words, replied in a voice that 
had somewhat returned to her mood, “That’s fine, then,” and began 
tying up her hair to begin cooking. 


“You disliked it that much?” 


“T-It’s not that I don’t like it... Um, I look pathetic, and it’s 
embarrassing... I definitely don’t look cute.” 


“T don’t think so. I think any Mahiru would be attractive.” 
“ ..Yowre saying that again.” 
Mahiru shyly averted her face as she tied her hair back into a 


dumpling, put on her apron, and began washing her hands. 
Amane was also planning on helping with the condiments and 


preparing the plates, so he started washing his hands next to her, but 
out of the corner of her eye, he saw that Mahiru’s cheeks were slightly 
red. 


“What would you do if Akazawa-san let me take a picture of you 
looking pathetic?” 


“Hmm. It depends on the situation, but I guess Pll forgive you if it’s 
anything other than photos you can’t show in public. Well, I don’t think 
Itsuki would send something that bad, and I won’t take pictures in the 
first place. And I don’t remember exposing myself like that.” 


“ ..Does that include cat ears?” 


“The one where I was forced to wear it at karaoke, right? I don’t 
mind.” 


It was probably a picture from when the three of them went to 
karaoke and Itsuki brought cat ears for some reason, forcing them on 
him. Yuuta was holding back a laugh too, so he took it off right away, 
but evidently, it was secretly photographed. 

Mahiru hung her head uncomfortably at Amane’s quick acceptance. 


“...1 should be the one apologizing for getting that picture without 
your permission, Amane-kun.” 


“That was because of Itsuki. He probably sent it out of nowhere 
anyway. Pll just have him treat me to a hamburger next time.” 


He was afraid that there were still more photos sleeping in Itsuki’s 
folder, but there was nothing terrible about it. 

He wiped his hands with the soft towel he’d just pulled out and 
smiled at the apologetic Mahiru. 


“Come on, don’t worry about it. Pd be happier if you prepared a 
small bowl and plenty of condiments instead of looking apologetic.” 


“...Wasabi too?” 

“Please don’t add too much.” 

Mahiru smiled a little and put more regular vegetables in a small 
bowl than usual as if she’d lost focus once he replied with a serious look. 


$4 oid 


“There’s a test tomorrow, but it’s not like we can put it off.” 


Finishing his soba, Amane rubbed his stomach in satisfaction and 
murmured so. 

Amane liked to study and put in a lot of effort on a daily basis, so 
he wasn’t worried about the test itself at all. In fact, he was more 
worried about Chitose’s grades. 


“Well, you’re right. All we have to do is use our usual knowledge.” 


“If Chitose heard that, she’d probably sulk and say, ‘You can say 
that because you’re an honor student.’” 


“Fufu. All the more so since Chitose-san seems to have a weakness 
this time. Pll teach her thoroughly next time.” 


‘I can already hear Chitose screaming,’ he thought to himself, but he 
kept that in mind and gazed at Mahiru, who was calm even the day 
before the test. 

“By the way, what should we do about the reward this time?” 


“Eh? A reward?” 


“Even if it’s natural for you to take first place, you still need a 
reward. Pll do anything I can.” 


“You used to lie your head on my lap as a reward, didn’t you? In 
that case, wouldn’t you need a reward as well?” 


“Making you happy is my reward.” 
“ ,.That’s not fair, even though I’m the same way.” 


Mahiru tapped his thighs while looking a little sulky, so Amane 
gently took her hand with a wry smile. 


“I want to do something for Mahiru, so let me do it this time.” 

“Um... th-then, there’s something.” 

“What do you want?” 

Mahiru, who usually didn't have much desire in that regard, wanted 
something, and it was rare for her to beg for it, so when he looked into 
her caramel-colored eyes, her gaze averted embarrassingly. 

“...Um, there’s a cushion in your room, right?” 

“Eh, yeah.” 

“That’s what I want.” 

His eyes blinked repeatedly at her unexpected request, and Mahiru 
stirred her body, making no attempt to hide the blush rising on her 


cheeks. 


“Huh? I usually use it when I sleep, so it’s pretty worn out. Is that 
okay?” 


“If anything, it’s better if it’s used... Um... because your smell calms 
me down.” 


“...Do you have a smell fetish, Mahiru?” 


“Fweh, it’s not a fetish or anything! I love you, so I love your smell, 
and I’d be happy if you were by my side!” 


“Y-Yeah.” 


He felt like she was saying something embarrassing. 

It was much more embarrassing than being told he liked her 
directly, so he scratched his cheek and recalled the cushion in his room. 

Mahiru usually hugged that cushion when she entered Amane’s 
room. He thought it was because it would calm her down if she held 
something, but maybe it was because it was Amane’s that she always 
hugged it. 


“You don’t have to make an excuse or anything...” 
“Well, um... it isn’t as stimulating as the real you, Amane-kun.” 
“Is that so?” 


“That’s how it is! I mean, you smell good, you’re warm, and your 
body is toned and masculine... It makes my heart race so much. That’s 
not good for relaxing.” 


Mahiru hugged the cushion she’d left behind, perhaps aware of her 
habit of hugging the cushion if anything happened. 

As Mahiru enveloped the cushion with a somewhat bashful look on 
her face, as if hugging a stuffed animal, Amane smiled quietly and 
lightly patted her head. 


The test was over in the blink of an eye. 


Amane and Mahiru, who had never missed out on studying for the 
test in the first place, were able to tackle it with composure, and 
they finished it without stumbling at all. 


Chitose, who had overcome the hellish test period and as a corpse 
started shouting, “We’re free~!” and raised both her hands in the 
air the moment the test was over, full of joy. 


“Man, I’m so tired! Thanks to you two, we made it through safely!” 


“We won’t know if we made it through until after we get the 
results, though.” 


“Don’t be so boorish! You should be overflowing with a sense of 
liberation! Mahirun, Mahirun, let’s go have tea at the café as a party 
for our hard work!” 


“I don’t mind. Um, Amane-kun...” 


“Tm going to hang out with Itsuki, so don’t worry. Have fun 
together. If you’re going to be late, contact me and Pll come pick 
you up.” 


Chitose, who had been drained for several days in a row, had 
regained her cheerful demeanor, and he wasn’t so boorish as to 
keep Mahiru with him. Even if they were lovers, they knew how to 
treasure each other’s time, and they weren’t narrow-minded enough 
to interfere with every little thing they did when they were with 
friends, so he let Mahiru go enjoy herself. 


Mahiru was relieved to see Amane nod so readily, and she smiled 
hesitantly and agreed to go hang out with Chitose, saying, “I’ll take 
you up on that offer, then.” 


As Amane gazed at Mahiru’s back as Chitose left the classroom with 
a smile on her face, Itsuki smiled and patted him on the back. 


“Since when have you been hanging out with me?” 


“Right now.” 


Amane hadn’t actually promised him, but he wanted Mahiru to 
have fun without a care in the world, so he decided to say that. 
Itsuki must have guessed what he was trying to do, too, since he 
kept quiet. 


“Yeah, yeah. Well, no one’s home anyway, so it doesn’t really 
matter.” 


“Besides that, I’m going to have you treat me to a hamburger.” 


“Why? ” 


“Karaoke cat ears.” 


“You found out, huh? Shiina-san’s being so honest as well.” 


He slapped Itsuki’s back, who smiled without a hint of guilt, a little 
harder, and reproached him, saying, “I don’t really mind, but at 
least say a few words first.” 


It wasn’t that he was angry but more that he was just shocked that 
it leaked out. If it made Mahiru happy, then he was so fond of her 
that he wouldn’t think it was a big deal. 


“PI do that next time. I wonder what I should do next.” 


“You’re not reflecting on your actions at all.” 


Itsuki, still having pictures of him in his smartphone folder, 
grinned, so Amane furrowed his brow slightly but didn’t blame him. 


He simply gave him a light glare. 


Around the time Mahiru and the others were likely having tea at 
the café, Amane had come to a hamburger shop with Itsuki. 


It was the type of fast food restaurant that high school students 
would often complain about, and besides Amane and Itsuki, there 
were students from the same school and those wearing uniforms 
from other schools. 


Amane took his seat with what he had ordered and shrugged lightly 
as he looked around. 


“There’s a lot of them.” 


“Yeah. I heard there was a test not just at our school, but at the 
other school too. I was talking to a friend from another school 
yesterday, and she said so...” 


“So that’s why everyone’s so cheerful.” 


“You guys were so calm from the start, but you’re acting weird, 
Amane... Well, putting that aside, let’s eat before it gets cold.” 


Itsuki gave him a subtly exasperated look, but he seemed to have 
given up, as he was quickly brushing it aside and pinching at the 
fries he had ordered. 


Following Itsuki’s example, Amane unwrapped his hamburger and 
started eating. 


It had a familiar taste, but compared to Mahiru’s cooking, it left him 
a little unsatisfied. Of course, junk food was fine in its own way, but 
Mahiru’s cooking really was the best, and Amane realized this 
painfully once again. 


“...You look like you miss Shiina-san’s cooking, even though you 
ordered it, Amane.” 


“That’s not it... Well, yeah, but I do think it’s delicious. It’s just that 
hers is the best. I’m grateful that you treated me.” 


“Yeah, yeah. You two really are close... Hurry up and get married.” 


“When the time comes. I’m only sixteen, so I can’t do it at my age.” 


“You really answered seriously. Actually, you’re right. Shiina-san 
already has that kind of atmosphere about her.” 


“Shut up. Is it bad?” 


“Well, I’m kind of relieved. It’s encouraging to know that there’s 
someone else nearby who’s dating under the assumption that they’ll 


get married.” 


Itsuki was dating Chitose in consideration of his marriage to 
Chitose, so in that regard, Amane was probably a comrade to him. 


If there was one difference, it was whether or not his parents 
recognized her, so Itsuki also thought it would be nice if his father 
recognized her someday and he could marry Chitose without 
needing to put up a fight. 


“...By the way, what’s going on with all that?” 


“I wonder if things will change there. Just in case, I’ll take my 
grades seriously enough that he doesn’t have the right to complain, 
but IIl keep insisting either way. I’m the only one who can do 
anything about this, so it can’t be helped. What about you? How’s 
the progress?” 


“You went to your parent’s house with her, didn’t you?” Itsuki 
grinned and lightly kicked him with the tip of his shoe, so Amane 
did the same before having another sip of his orange juice. 


“Tt’s not like anything happened.” 


“What were you doing over the summer then...? You’d be way too 
cowardly to do nothing when your lover’s with you 24/7.” 


“We have our own pace.” 


“So you were able to kiss, but not any more than that. How should I 
put it? You’re so pure and innocent.” 


His voice was lukewarm and heartwarming rather than exasperated, 
so Amane was subtly irritated and kicked him in the leg again. 


“...I invited her to stay overnight. We haven’t done it yet, though.” 


“Seriously, you haven’t done it yet? In a way, it’s amazing that you 
haven’t stayed over yet after letting her say hello to your parents.” 


“Shut up... I didn’t really want to do anything... I just wanted to 
sleep together.” 


He’d be lying if he said he didn’t want that to happen, but more 
importantly, he wanted the comfort of sleeping peacefully with her 
in the same blanket. 


Mahiru seemed to like sleeping together, so there was also the fact 
that she would be happy if they simply slept together. 


“As a couple, I don’t think that’s a good idea. Don’t you think 
Shiina-san might unexpectedly want to spend the night with you?” 


“Pm not that assertive, though. I’m sure there would be some 
psychological resistance there.” 


“There’s no way you’d lay a finger on her. You’re the kind of guy 
who'd lose his heart just from being a little afraid. I’m not surprised 
you’d back down the moment you see a hint of rejection.” 


“Shut up.” 


It wouldn’t be funny if he called him a coward, but Amane was 
aware that from someone else’s point of view, it was true, so he 
couldn’t deny it. 


“...Well, even if you don’t push for it, It’s fine. Shiina-san’s going to 
do her best with Chi’s advice anyway.” 


“Hey, do something about your girlfriend. I feel like she’s definitely 
planting some unnecessary knowledge inside Mahiru.” 


“T don’t think Chi’s said anything she doesn’t need to know. You 
guys are too shy for your own good.” 


“Maybe she’s being given some weird ideas right about now,” Itsuki 
said with a laugh, to which Amane raised an eyebrow before 
praying to Chitose, ‘Don’t give her any weird ideas,’ as she wasn’t 
with them right now. 


Mahiru had returned in the evening without contacting him, so he 
hadn’t gone to pick her up. 


He wasn’t so much worried about that. Rather, he couldn’t help but 
notice that something was wrong with Mahiru when she came back. 


“What did she tell you?” 


Chitose had definitely told her something, so Amane stared at her as 
he asked the question, and Mahiru, sitting next to him on the sofa, 
awkwardly averted her face away from him, almost robotically. 


He was right on the mark. 


Amane had no intention of letting her get away, so he slid over to 
Mahiru and brought his face close to hers, and she tried to run 
away, body and all. 


“Tt’s nothing.” 


“T don’t think it’s nothing. If it’s nothing, look at my face and tell 
me.” 


“You should be able to do that much,” he said gently to Mahiru, but 
she still didn’t look at him. 


Seeing this, Amane wrapped his arms around Mahiru’s stomach as 
she turned her back to him and brought his lips close to her ear 


“Mahiru.” 


Amane knew that if he whispered her name gently with his breath, 
Mahiru would tremble in an easy-to-understand way. 


He knew Mahiru was weak to whispers in her ear, so he did it on 
purpose. It seemed to have an effect, so he hugged her tightly as he 
called out to her again, and her body relaxed as if she was melting 
down to her core. 


Looking at Mahiru’s face from above as she leaned back against his 
chest, her flushed cheeks and moistened caramel eyes looked at him 
with dissatisfaction. 


“ ..That’s not fair.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“Tt’s not fair to do that when you know my ears are weak.” 


“It’s not just your ears.” 


He also knew that she was weak to tickling, but...of course, if he 
went that far, her mood wouldn’t get any better. 


This time, he simply coerced her with his voice to get information 
out of her, since she wouldn’t talk. 


If he were to tease her with a smile... Mahiru would tightly close 


her lips shut. 


She didn’t seem to want to say anything, so she leaned against 
Amane but did her best to look away. If she really didn’t want to, 
she’d run away from this place, so it wasn’t so much that she didn’t 
want to say it as much as it was that she had a lot of resistance. 


“Come on, if you don’t hurry up and say it, Pll physically make you 
talk.” 


“ ..Ph-physically?” 


Unknowingly, Mahiru’s face instantly turned bright red, and when 
she met Amane’s gaze, she lowered her eyes even more shyly. 


It was a joke about tickling her lightly to urge her to talk, but 
Amane wondered whether she thought he was going to sexually 
harass her. 


As Mahiru trembled, he propped her up with his palm to wake her 
up, wondering if he shouldn’t tease her too much, and she turned 
her body around to face him. 


Her gaze was faintly damp and feverish, so Amane ruffled his head, 
almost growling for a moment. 


“Tm kidding. I won’t force you.” 


“Kidding.” 


“I won’t do anything you don’t like, Mahiru. You don’t have to say 


? 


it if you don’t want to, but don’t take Chitose’s words too seriously.’ 


Mahiru was probably telling him to be proactive, but he didn’t want 
her to lose her mind, so he wished she’d let him keep it under 
control. 


Putting Amane’s mental and physical worries aside, since they were 
going to be together for a long time to come, there was no 
particular need to hurry, he thought as he spoke, but Mahiru raised 
an eyebrow subtly. 


“...At the very least, I’ve been taught something useful in 
relationships between men and women.” 


“Huh, what kind?” 


“I-I can’t say that, but... Chitose-san is rather experienced, so she 
taught me some useful things.” 


“...I don’t think there’s any need for unnecessary knowledge.” 


“TIl decide if it’s unnecessary.” 


When she put it that way, he couldn’t argue with it, but even so, he 
wanted to proceed slowly and little by little rather than being 
awkward or rushed along by Mahiru’s second-hand knowledge. 


“That troubles me,” Amane shrugged and Mahiru appeared slightly 
downcast. 


“...I want the person I love to like me more. Is it bad for me to want 
to deepen our relationship in various ways?” 


Her dejected voice made him realize he’d said it the wrong way. 


From her point of view, she’d gotten Chitose’s advice precisely 
because she wanted to get closer to Amane, but it would be sad to 
cut that off as unnecessary knowledge and throw it away. 


He hadn’t intended to hurt Mahiru or make her sad, but it was true 
that Amane’s words had hurt her. 


The moment he reached out to her to apologize, Amane felt a shock 
run through his body. 


Amane staggered at the suddenness of it all and collapsed on the 
sofa, and for an unknown reason, Mahiru was leaning against him 
as if riding on top of him. Or rather, she was straddling him. 


It was an extremely dangerous angle, so he looked up to avert his 
gaze elsewhere, and his eyes met Mahiru’s. 


There was something mischievous about her eyes peeking out from 
her bangs, which swayed about with gravity. 


“ ,.Chitose’s idea?” 


“Tt seems I didn’t apply enough pressure.” 


“You’re so rough. Was that an act, young lady?” 


“No, it’s true that I’m sad.” 


Apologetic-ness oozed from his chest as the words dropped into a 
wry smile, and Amane instinctively wrapped his arms around 
Mahiru’s back. 


Mahiru buried her face in the area around Amane’s collarbone once, 
paying no heed to the strange sound she made, and hugged him 
lovingly. 


Feeling her softness made him feel excited inside, and the faint 
scent of shampoo made his heart skip a beat, but his desire to 
cherish and love her was stronger than that. 


“Sorry for saying it’s unnecessary. Um, how should I put it? Chitose 
seems to have taught you something very stimulating.” 


“I-I don’t think it’s that bad, not yet.” 


“Tm still curious, but let’s leave it at that... It’s up to you to take 
Chitose’s advice, Mahiru. But for me, it’s not fun for Chitose to give 
you advice about this and that.” 


“You didn’t like it?” 


“This is just my personal opinion, but... umm, I was hoping we 
could get to know each other better little by little, and I was hoping 
we could move on as we felt fit. It’s a little different from not being 


able to enjoy the current time and atmosphere while looking at 
what’s ahead.” 


“If you call me a coward for that, I can’t deny it though...” he 
added with a bitter smile and let out a soft sigh. 


He could tell she was using Chitose’s advice to spice things up, and 
he understood that it was because Mahiru loved him from the 
bottom of her heart. He was very happy to hear her say so. 


Putting that aside, he doesn’t think it’s right to hurry up and rush 
things. 


“Sorry, I said something pathetic. I’m just a coward.” 


“...No, I understand very well that you love me and care about 
me... Um, how should I put it... It’s not that I want to hurry, it’s 
just that... you don’t hate me, do you?” 


“What do I hate about you?” 


“...Um, th-that Pm making you hold back.” 


Mahiru was squirming subtly in embarrassment as she pressed 
herself against Amane, and he knew exactly what she was trying to 
say, so he couldn’t help but give her an unusually bitter smile. 


It wasn’t directed at Mahiru, but at his unbearable self, instead. 


Reacting to even the slightest thing as he did was a sign of his 
youth, but it was also a bad sign of what was to come. Amane was 


deep in thought as if it was someone else’s problem, and slowly let 
the heat dissipate from his body, clearing up his mind. 


It would be cruel for Mahiru to make him even more conscious of 
her presence. 


“Its not that I don’t like it. Well, Pm a guy, so I have a lot on my 
mind, but it’s not like I want to force myself to move forward. 
Besides, you’re scared too, right?” 


“Yes.” 


“Then it’s fine. We can do it at our own pace.” 


He ruffled her head, and Mahiru smiled reassuringly, rubbing her 
cheek against Amane’s chest. 


In such a position with Mahiru leaning against him from above left 
Amane with a lot to think about, but his feelings of love took 
priority and he shunned any intent to pull anything strange. 
Instead, he silently patted her on the back. 


“That aside, I’d like you to get off me as soon as possible.” 


“Am I heavy?” 


“You’re not heavy, but... please understand.” 


Amane gently patted her on the back as if saying, ‘Please realize 
what I mean,’ but Mahiru showed no sign of backing down. On the 
contrary, she edged closer to him and looked right at him. 


Amane instinctively made a bitter face and pursed his lips, and 
Mahiru lowered her eyes in embarrassment, but it seemed she had 
no intention of letting him go after all. 


“Can I stay like this a little longer?” 


“...Do whatever you want.” 


He could force her to retreat, but Mahiru was sticking close to him 
because she wanted to, so Amane intended to respect her wishes. 


“Tt can’t be helped.” He swallowed his happiness and 
embarrassment and let out a small sigh, then placed his hand on 
Mahiru’s head, which seemed to be rubbing against him, and 
combed her soft hair with a polite gesture. 


She Angel's. Begging 


The following week, the results of the post-summer vacation tests 
were revealed. 

Just as he’d expected, Mahiru’s name was still at the top of the list, 
as per usual. Mahiru, who had been quietly staring at him without a hint 
of boastfulness, noticed Amane gazing at her and smiled faintly. 

The Angel’s smile was a little distant, but Amane could tell just 
from her gaze that she had a strong sense of faith in him. 


“Mm, congratulations on first place.” 
“Thank you very much.” 


“Its because you’re always working so hard that you’re constantly 
getting better results. You did well.” 


Despite taking care of Amane on a daily basis, she took first place 
and remained confident, likely due to her knowledge and unrelenting 
effort she had cultivated up until now. 

She often opened her reference books or gazed at her memorization 
cards when she was spending time with Amane, so just by watching, 
Amane knew that she didn’t seem to have gone easy with her studies. 


“You’re the same, Amane-kun. You came in fifth this time.” 


“Tm grateful. It’s all thanks to your good teaching style, Mahiru.” 


“Hehe, it’s an honor to receive your praise. You’re such a quick 
learner, so it’s fun teaching you.” 


“Heh, thanks for that... What about the normal students?” 


“They can have amazing concentration when they’re motivated, but 
at times, well, they seem like they’re having a bit of trouble.” 


“Very Chitose-like.” 


Incidentally, Chitose’s score was around the middle of the pack, so 
the handmade notes that Mahiru gave her seemed to come in handy. 

Itsuki was also in a better ranking than usual, and it was about 
twenty places higher than usual, so Amane could see his efforts. He was 
the type of man who would usually be aloof but could do things if he 
tried, so he must have been motivated to score high this time. 


“Anyway, that’s a relief for now.” 


“When we get home, we'll bring the test results and have a review 
session. It looks like I made a mistake somewhere, so I want to review it 
before it becomes a habit.” 


“You're right. I’m glad you’re so diligent.” 


“Well, I want to be able to stand next to you and not be 
embarrassed.” 


Fundamentally, Amane was no match for his excellent friends 
around him. 

Naturally, he was inferior to Mahiru in terms of academic ability, 
and he wasn’t athletic like Yuuta, nor was he a natural mood maker like 
Itsuki. Some say he has a well-defined face, but if he had to say whether 
he was a good match for Mahiru’s beauty, polished by her unrelenting 
efforts paired with her innate genetics, he would say no. 

Amane and Mahiru loved each other, which is precisely why they 


were dating, but from someone else’s point of view, it was 
unconvincing. 

That’s why he was doing his best to silence any noisy bystanders, 
and to allow himself to stand next to her and be proud of himself. 
Studying was one of those areas. 


“Besides, having good grades gives you better opportunities.” 
“What for?” 


“Hm? You'll have a better chance at getting the job you want in the 
future.” 


Grades weren’t everything, but if your grades were good, you’d 
have more opportunities to be in an environment where you could get 
the knowledge and experience you needed than those who didn’t. 

His parents’ agreement for Amane to study and get good grades was 
their way of encouraging him to have more options for the future. 

If he could reach for what he wanted to do when he could in the 
future, or if he increased his skill-set ahead of time, he wouldn’t have to 
go through as many hardships or regrets later. 

Amane’s parents understood that he studied rather voluntarily and 
that his grades would give him good opportunities, so they didn’t 
remind him much on that point, even so, they once told him, “In order 
to seize an opportunity, it’s better to study hard so you don’t regret it.” 


When he was in middle school, he had felt that it was annoying, but 
when he became a high school student and left his parents, and then 
found himself someone important to him, he became painfully aware of 
the need to put in the effort again. 


“T see. That’s realistic and well-organized of you.” 


“Well, that goes for you too, Mahiru. Besides, I want to be a man 
you can rely on.” 


“Y-Yes?” 


“T don’t want to be emotionally or financially supported by someone 
I want to support. We can’t just lean on each other all the time.” 


Amane had no intention of being supported in terms of living, but if 
Mahiru were to support him financially then his pride would be 
shredded, as unsightly as that seemed. 

If possible, he wanted to make enough money to support her. 

Mahiru, who seemed to understand what Amane was trying to say, 
blushed slightly and awkwardly replied, “I-I see.” Amane couldn’t help 
but chuckle. 


“The hurdle I’ve set is quite high, so it’s worth the effort.” 
“Uh, I-I’m sorry...?” 


“Ah, no, it’s fine as long as you stay like this, Mahiru. This is 
something Ill do on my own.” 


“ ..Then, Pll also support you on my own..” 


With a small smile, he nodded at Mahiru, who was lightly pinching 
at the hem of Amane’s sleeve and said, “Let’s have a review session 
first,” and returned to the classroom together. 


TETE 


“Come to think of it, your reward was a cushion, right?” 


After returning home and holding a review session after dinner, 
Mahiru was standing next to him explaining the question that he’d 
answered incorrectly. It was then that Amane decided to ask her. 

Mahiru looked up from her notebook and her gaze darted around 
faintly at the word ‘cushion’. 


“ ..U-um, I do want that cushion, yes.” 

“Yeah. If that’s what you want, then go ahead.” 
“Th-That’s not what I meant, um...” 

“Is there anything else you want?” 

“T-It’s not that I want it... Um...” 


Mahiru seemed extremely hesitant to say anything, so he gently 
patted her head, implying to her to calm down for the time being. 

Mahiru, who didn’t demand or beg for anything, wanted something 
from him. It’s only natural that he’d want to do what he could to grant 
her wish. 

Mahiru began to smile shyly at Amane caressing her hair, but she 
immediately hung her head in embarrassment, her face completely 
flushed. 


“U-um. I-I want you to kiss me.” 
“A kiss?” 


It wasn’t something they did often, but it wasn’t like they didn’t do 
it at all, sometimes they were lightened by the mood and got carried 
away. Truthfully, it was a kind of reward, but Amane felt strange as it 
wasn’t something she had to go out of her way to beg for, and it wasn’t 
anything new for them. 

He wondered if that was all she needed, but if Mahiru wanted it, he 
would want to fulfill any wish she had. 


“...Then, as you wish.” 


Whispering as gently as he could, Amane put on a faint smile and 
watched his breath, slowly pressing his face against her shut lips, careful 
not to startle her. 

In every way, Mahiru was supple and refreshing. 


The same was true for her lips, and Amane felt that the edges of her 
mouth were soft and squishy, more so than his own. 

Tasting a sweet flavor, Amane savored the honey-like sweetness 
oozing out of Mahiru’s body. 

He tenderly pecked at her light crimson lips as he slowly and 
steadily enjoyed her softness. 

Her body twitched every time Amane’s lips brushed and nibbled 
against hers, but she didn’t dislike it or run away, accepting everything 
that Amane was doing. 


(...She’s just so cute) 


When he looked at Mahiru’s face as they kissed, he noticed her 
sweet reactions, looking like she was ticklish but also at ease. 

Despite her embarrassment, she seemed to enjoy kissing, so Amane 
was able to continue without a worry. 

Unsurprisingly, her body trembled each time their lips touched, but 
as they kissed more and more the strength in her body soon drained. 


“Hyah~ 2) 


Mahiru, her body and expression moist, was so cute that Amane 
pecked at her lips again. 

It was a clumsy exchange of kisses. But during it, Amane was 
overflowing with so much love and passion for her that it was almost 
painful. 

His desires slipped out from the grasp of his reasoning, which had 
begun to loosen little by little, and his lips tasted Mahiru’s in an attempt 
to fulfill those urges. 

As he savored the entirety of Mahiru’s lips, she tapped his chest 
delicately as if pleading for something. 

She showed no signs of disliking it, and Amane didn’t see any signs 
of her hitting her limit already, but he slowly parted his lips, wondering 
if it was just a sign that she wanted to finish it up, and Mahiru looked 
up at him with her flushed cheeks intact. 


“...Um. I-I didn’t want you to stop halfway through.” 
“Wasn’t that supposed to be a signal to stop?” 


“N-No. That’s not what I meant... Um, as I said, the other kind of 
kiss.” 


The words continued in a feeble voice that was hesitant and filled 
with embarrassment, and Amane groaned softly, a little late to 
understand what she wanted. 

Mahiru’s desire for a kiss was more advanced than just a brief 
touch. It was a kiss that lovers with a deep connection sought. That’s 


why she didn’t mind having her lips nibbled along the way, and it 
actually loosened them slightly. 

‘Mahiru couldn’t possibly be...’ he thought, but she blushed and 
lowered her eyes as if Mahiru noticed his realization as well. 


“T-I know it’s vulgar. But I also... want to reciprocate with you, and 
I want to... know more about you, Amane-kun.” 


“Y-Yeah... Um, up until now, I thought you weren’t good at that 
sort of thing...” 


“Its embarrassing to hear you say that, but... then, Amane- 
kun...” 


The back of his head felt like it was set ablaze from being told such 
wonderful and courageous words. 

Mahiru’s cheeks were much the same way, flushing furiously at 
what she had said. Perhaps because she voiced her true intentions 
honestly, she was trembling with tension and shame, but the look in her 
eyes as she quietly faced Amane was faint but unmistakably showed her 
expectation. 

Seeing her captivating lustrous lips once more, which he had been 
savoring until now, Amane naturally brought his lips, temporarily 
separated from hers, closer once more. 

Mahiru gulped a little, expressing her bewilderment, but that soon 
melted away just like her. 

‘Just a little,’ he told himself while slowly and steadily matching 
Mahiru’s pace, relishing Mahiru’s warmth as he believed he had enough 
composure to do so. 

If he let go of his reason now, he would endlessly seek to go further 
and further, so Amane wisely stopped after each interaction. 

His heart was beating so loudly that even he could hear it 
thumping. He didn’t think a kiss that merely lasted for a few minutes 
would disturb his body and soul this much. 

Mahiru looked at him with slightly disappointed eyes that their lips 
had parted... and Amane, unable to look directly at her, hugged Mahiru 
and buried his face in her neck. 


“’..Don’t look so needy. PI die.” 
“Th-That can’t be...” 
“You really did... Did your wish come true?” 


Her body shook easily when Amane whispered in her ear, but 
Mahiru immediately hugged him back and softly replied, “Yes.” 


Amane wondered what he would do if Mahiru told him even more, 
it was likely that he would have stepped over the line. 


(That was close...) 


And it was still dangerous since they hadn’t finished up just yet. As 
he hugged her and brought his lips closer to her neck, he couldn’t help 
but feel like he’d gone and stepped on the pedal on his own again. 
Before him was a pale, slender, and lovely-smelling neck in front of him, 
and there was no way he wouldn’t react. 

He slowly peered up, imagining the foolishness of dangling his own 
bait in front of himself, and noticed that Mahiru’s face was even redder 
than before. 


“Ah, not there... I-It tickles.” 
“...After all, your neck and ears are really weak, Mahiru.” 


Her reaction was so cute that he thought things were getting a little 
bad and buried his face in her neck again, before faintly tracing it with 
his lips. Mahiru’s body trembled in an easy-to-understand manner, 
letting out a sweet “Hyah!” 


Perhaps because Mahiru had moved, the sugariness of her sweet 
voice seemed to leak out, and a soft, milky aroma that was supple but 
not too sweet tickled the tip of his nose. 

The aroma, which seemed to melt even his reasoning, left Amane 


unable to leave her, and he simply enjoyed her aroma, warmth, and 
smoothness. 


“You smell really good.” 


“That’s... I applied body milk on my body as a moisturizer after I 
took a bath. Is that it?” 


He thought she had taken a bath before coming here today and 
smelled nice, but it seemed to be the scent of body milk. 

But apart from that, he felt that mixed in was also Mahiru’s original 
scent. 

She smelled soft and sweet even without doing anything, but since 
she seemed to be doing her best to maintain it, simply moistening her 
skin seemed to do wonders. 


“Could it even get any smoother than this?” 


“Tve been careful about a lot of other things besides applying it, so 
I’ve managed to keep it smooth and springy.” 


“It’s hard being a girl, huh... You sure can put the effort in.” 
“.,.That’s, um, for my sake.” 


“Yeah, you’re right. I like polishing myself up. Most girls like to 
dress up.” 


Mahiru seemed to have always liked dressing up, so even without 
going out with Amane, her fixation on beauty wouldn’t have vanished. 

In the first place, Amane wasn’t under the illusion that a girl would 
dress up for a man. He understood that she was doing it for herself, so 
he could understand what Mahiru was saying. 

However, Mahiru seemed to have more to say, and replied softly, 
“ ..There’s that, too.” 


“You mean there’s something else?” 


“...So, um... It’s better to feel nice to touch, isn’t it?” 
“Well, it is your own body.” 


She was the one who touched her own body the most, so there was 
nothing better than being comfortable to touch. 


“Th-That’s not what I meant... It’s for when you touch me...” 


In response to that notion, he let out a silly “Heh,” at Mahiru’s 
words. 


“I don’t want you to be disillusioned if it feels rough when you 
touch it... Itd be better if it was smooth and springy, wouldn’t it?” 


“Y-Yeah, youre right.” 


Amane didn’t expect Mahiru to do that on the premise of being 
touched by him, so he was easily flustered. 

Mahiru’s face was bright red, but she trembled as she tightened her 
grip on Amane, showing that she had no intention of taking back her 
words. 


“P-Please don’t get the wrong idea. It’s for Amane-kun’s sake, rather 
than my own... Um, it’s my wish that you'll touch me lots.” 


“...You want me to touch you?” 


“...It feels good to be touched, and I’m happy. It’s only natural that 
Pd do my best to get you to touch me and ask you for more.” 


Her words, spoken in a high-pitched voice, tossing shame into 
hesitation, were more than enough to loosen the ropes of reason Amane 


had been trying to suppress. 


‘I can’t,’ he thought as he heard a static voice in the distance, but he 


himself understood better than anyone how powerless it was. 

If not, there was no way he would be touching Mahiru like this. 

Mahiru smiled bashfully as he covered her lips, and gulp-like 
sounds could be heard between the two of them. 

Once Amane parted his lips and kissed her another time, this time 
slipping his tongue inside, her voice became hoarse, frail, and sweet. 

This was the very first time they had kissed in such a way, but as if 
seeking each other, both of them deeply indulged in and naturally 
savored the experience. 

Faint and dizzy, Amane’s thoughts began to waver. Perhaps so 
immersed in Mahiru that he didn’t have time to breathe, or due to his 
instincts that were trying to strengthen his desires to dissolve everything 
that restrained him. 

Either way, his thoughts had now melted without a hint of reason 
and urged him to push Mahiru from within his arms to under his body 
in an attempt to enjoy her further. 

Mahiru, lying down on the sofa as if she had no idea what was 
going on, desperately held her gaze onto Amane, her eyes moist. Instead 
of answering her stare, Amane sucked on her soft lips once more. 

Maybe she didn’t have the willpower to resist him, or maybe she 
had no intention of resisting in the first place, or maybe she just didn’t 
know what to do. 

Mahiru adjusted her hands to find something she could cling to. 

Amane put their palms together and gripped them as she squirmed 
and her body stiffened in relief. 

Mahiru didn’t know what was happening anymore as she continued 
to be toyed with by Amane and her mind turned foggy. 

With full trust in Amane, Mahiru seemed to forgive him. 

From deep within his body, he poured plenty of love and warmth 
into Mahiru before swallowing everything that overflowed from her, 
savoring her sweetness. Amane then slowly removed his lips from her. 


“Huff, huff.” Stunned, he panted briefly and raggedly before looking 
down at Mahiru, who was looking up at him with a sweet and 


enchanting look. 


“...Do you think it’s okay to go further?” 


Asking gently, Amane traced around the back of her neck, and 
Mahiru’s body trembled in an obvious manner, then her gaze drifted off. 
Likely, Amane found the need to ask her as she was unconsciously 
trying to look away. 

Returning to his senses at the last moment, Amane looked down at 
Mahiru from the front, still suppressing the urges and heat welling up 
inside him. 

He gently released one of Mahiru’s still-entwined hands and sat up. 
If Amane continued to pin her down, even Amane wouldn’t be able to 
hold out much longer. 


“Im much less enduring than you think, Mahiru. I’m doing my 
best to endure it, but this is the result.” 


He wanted to cherish her, but propelled by his desires and urges, 
this time it didn’t end so well. Amane was now painfully aware of his 
manhood, and just slightly, felt disgusted with himself. 


“Mahiru, I don’t think this is what you wanted, right? I think you 
wanted me to touch you, to wallow in the happiness. It was me who lost 
control and got physical.” 


Amane loved Mahiru from the bottom of his heart, and he wanted 
to cherish her and make her happy as best he could. 

That’s what he thought, so he kept holding himself back even 
though he was aware that Mahiru wouldn’t hate him if he did lay a 
hand on her. Even if they had a good mood going atop his bed, Amane 
didn’t want to push her down. 

And yet, with just a single word from Mahiru, he nearly forgot 
everything and indulged in her without any warning. 


“Sorry for forcing this on you all of a sudden.” 
“Why are you assuming I don’t like it...?” 


A trembling voice reached Amane, who was apologetically averting 


his eyes for a moment. 

“U-um. I don’t hate it in the slightest. My heart skipped a beat and I 
was surprised, but... I’m not angry with you, refusing you, nor do I hate 
you.” 


“You weren’t scared?” 


“Tt’s not that I’m scared. I was just surprised because it was so 
sudden. After all, this is the first time you’ve been this assertive.” 


As he looked back at Mahiru’s face, she was blushing all the way to 
her ears, but she didn’t seem to hate or reject him. She faced him with a 


hint of shame and anticipation. 


“Anyone would be flustered if someone suddenly kissed them like 
that.” 


“Yes.” 

“So please, don’t look so regretful... Um, I’m happy that you insist 
on cherishing me so much. N-Next time, um, please... let me mentally 
prepare myself a little more. Also, please do it in a less intense 


direction.” 


Amane’s face contorted as Mahiru didn’t say she didn’t want to, but 
rather seemed to intend to accept the next one. 


“Mahiru, sorry...” 

“TIl get mad if you apologize.” 
“...Thank you.” 

“Very well.” 


When he honestly thanked her, Mahiru flashed him a smile that 


seemed to imply, “Guess there’s no helping it,” and Amane pursed his 
lips tightly in response. 

In the end, Mahiru was tolerant, so it didn’t end badly, but if it 
hadn’t been Mahiru, he might have been hated for what he did. 

Feeling slightly disappointed in himself for not being able to hold 
back, but also relieved by Mahiru’s kindness and affection, Amane 
gently stroked her and she seemed to have calmed down. 

Mahiru’s eyes narrowed in pleasure, and Amane felt an inexplicable 
love for her, but thinking about what he did, he couldn’t just kiss her on 
the spur of the moment, so instead, he just gently and carefully caressed 
her. 


“You’re so easy to read, Amane-kun.” 

“Eh?” 

“It’s obvious that you’re trying not to overdo it this time.” 
“I can’t help it. ...If I go too far, Pl pounce on you.” 


“Amane-kun. If you really don’t have any desire to do it, PI crush 
you. Hard. No mercy, okay?” 


“ ,.What a nostalgic thing to say.” 

Mahiru smiled playfully at Amane, who couldn’t help but laugh, 
remembering the exchange he’d had when Mahiru decided to cook at his 
place all those months ago. 


“Hehe. So please don’t worry.” 


“I wonder if it’s really okay... Mahiru, you don’t mind what I do, do 
you?” 


“Oh, you found out? But it’s all thanks to you matching my pace, 
isn’t it? You just won’t prioritize yourself, will you, Amane-kun?” 


Laughing elegantly, Mahiru sat up and touched Amane’s cheeks 
without a sound, she smiled at him peacefully, without a hint of her 
prior confusion from earlier. 


“...Um, as for me... I want to do it again.” 


Likely feeling embarrassed about begging for it herself, Mahiru’s 
voice was getting increasingly strained and bashful. 

Amane quickly blushed at the word ‘again,’ but Mahiru gave him a 
somewhat expectant look, so he naturally stole her lips, surprising even 
himself. 

This time, Mahiru completely accepted his advance, wrapping her 
arms around Amane’s back. 

Earlier, he had deeply kissed her purely on impulse, but this time 
he gently touched Mahiru, who was curled up in embarrassment in the 
back, to soothe her. 

The way Amane kissed her with so much of his love made Mahiru 
melt even more than before. 

Her sweet, captivating voice that faintly leaked out belonged only 
to Amane. 

Thinking so made him love her even more, and he tried his best not 
to become a wolf as they slowly shared their warmth. 


“Tt feels like we’re melting together,” Mahiru responded modestly, 
and full of bliss, Amane continued kissing her, but after a while, she 
lightly slapped him on the back telling him that she was at her limit. 

Looking down, Amane reluctantly parted his lips from Mahiru, 
thinking it would be a problem if he carried on for too long, and Mahiru 
lowered her gaze to escape Amane, tears welling up in her eyes from the 
raggedness of her breathing. 


“I-I can’t go any further than this, um, because I’m at my limit, so 
not today.” 


“Mm 2) 


“...Um. I was so happy and delighted. I got too much of a reward, 


right?” 


As Mahiru bashfully murmured shyly, Amane moved to embrace 
her slender body once more, so that she wouldn’t pull away. With all his 
love and respect for her, he didn’t steal her lips one last time. 


Cultural festival s Omen 


After the midterms, the next event that awaited them was the 
cultural festival, a big event that happened only once a year. 

The school Amane and the others attended put a lot of effort into 
events held as a group by the students, so each class had quite a high 
budget and they tended to host elaborate events each year. 


“And that’s why we’re going to decide what to do as a class!” 


Naturally, the class as a whole would decide what to do, so now 
that it was time, the students naturally got excited. 

Standing at the podium in high spirits was Itsuki. 

Amane knew that the festival-loving Itsuki would run for the 
cultural festival committee, but he could only laugh at the fact that 
Itsuki actually won the position. 

As lively as a fish out of water, Itsuki pointed to what he wrote on 
the blackboard using a pointing stick he grabbed out of nowhere. 


“Ahem. Regarding the festival’s choices, it’s important to think 
about the number of cafés there will be per year. Most of the classes will 
be candidates, so be prepared for some fierce cross-class warfare if we 
decide on a café.” 


It was only natural, but the number of restaurants the student body 
could open was already set in stone. 
Restaurants that offer rewarding and hands-on management 


experience are popular and if they weren’t careful, most classes would 
try to host one as well. 

If that were the case, there would be too many cafés and not much 
variety, hence the restrictions. In addition to that, due to the schedule of 
the home economics room and the hygiene requirement to upkeep, they 
just couldn’t fulfill everyone’s wishes. 


“Also, our budget and other school equipment given are written on 
the printouts handed out, so please check through it. And even if it’s not 
written, lIl check every time you want to buy something. For now, just 
mention anything you think we can do within the budget... Now then, if 
you have something you want to do, please raise your hand.” 


His classmates raised their hands in response to Itsuki’s question. 

The cultural festival was a very important event and this was shown 
by the fire in everyone’s eyes. It was a massive event and all the 
students were looking forward to it. 


(Well, I did spend last year doing things randomly) 

Amane, who didn’t have a shred of student-like freshness or 
innocence, spent the last cultural festival doing whatever. They sold 
homemade items last year, so he just did as he was told and took care of 
the store. 

Because of that, he couldn’t help but watch them get excited from 
afar. 


“Okay, okay! I think we should go for a standard café!” 


“Oh-ho, that’s within expectations. By the way, just a normal a 
café?” 


“How about a maid café?” 
“See, Shiina-san’s in this class... and I’m sure she’d look good in it.” 


The last words were whispered between the classmates who kept 


glancing at Mahiru and Amane found it rather inappropriate, but it 
wasn’t something he would say out loud. 

Amane decided to sit back and monitor them for the time being, not 
wanting to complain right there and then. He knew it would only spoil 
the mood. 


“Hahaha. I don’t think you’re thinking about the budget at all, but 
you’ve got the spirit. For now, let’s include it as a candidate.” 


Amane’s eyes met Itsuki’s as he sent exasperated looks at the boys, 
who were getting excited by the mention of Mahiru’s ‘maid outfit’. 

When silently asked if it was okay to stare, Amane made a sour face 
at him. 

If he had to say whether it was good or bad, then it was bad. 

Mahiru was already standing out as if she were some type of 
showpiece. 

Amane also heard that her cuteness had been honed recently, and if 
he let Mahiru wear a maid outfit now it was certain that students would 
flock to her, making it difficult for Mahiru to deal with them properly. 


On the other hand, the sales she would bring would be a 
guaranteed advantage. Mahiru was an absolute advertising behemoth 
and the boys would no doubt barge in just to get a glimpse of her. 

The Mahiru in question had an indescribably troubled smile on her 
face when she was brought up. 

It was natural. It didn’t feel good for her to be treated as an 
attraction. 

However, this was only a proposal and she couldn’t flat out refuse 
after hearing it. If Mahiru really didn’t want to do it, Amane would 
refuse in her place. 


“Well, a maid café may be a man’s dream, but please consider the 
budget before making a proposal. Well then, anyone have any other 
ideas?” 


At Itsuki’s urging, they listed the standard shops like haunted 
houses, curry, and udon stores, and the blackboard was full of 
suggestions. 

Amane’s main gripe was that the class’ — or rather — the boys’ 
main interest was in the maid café, and he could hear them whispering 
among themselves. 


“Shiina-san’s maid outfit would be so...” 
“But Fujimiya’s here...” 


“No, he’s a man too. He’d want to see her in a maid outfit, wouldn’t 
he?” 


Unfortunately for them, Amane was listening but had no intention 
of agreeing. 

He’d be lying if he said he didn’t want to see her wearing it, but 
Amane didn’t want to show it off when other people were around. He 
knew Mahiru would be tired of their conversation, so he didn’t want 
them to talk about it any further. 

He sent them a sharp look as he glanced at Mahiru, and she hastily 


averted her eyes once she noticed his gaze. 
Noticing the boys, Mahiru steeled her smile and Amane continued 
to glare at them, but not too harshly. 


“By the way, Amane-san, what’s your proposal?” 


Suddenly being called out by Itsuki, Amane looked at him with a 
sour face. 


“Why are you asking me?” 
“Because you looked like you wanted to say something?” 


Itsuki called his name to get the attention of the boys around him, 
but not saying anything would make the mood worse. 

Thinking about what to say, he voiced the easiest-sounding 
proposal. 


“If I had to choose, then I’d say it’s better to research the local 
history here and hold an exhibit.” 


The entire class fell silent at the suggestion — it was a 
miscalculation. 

It felt like he doused water on everyone’s excitement. It was a very 
uncomfortable atmosphere. 


“Hey, who gets anything from that?” 


“You’re suggesting such a serious and bland event with all this 
excitement?” 


“T think it’s pretty good. You just have to research for the display in 
the preparation period and put some documents together, right? If we 
do that, we’ll be free to do whatever we want during the festival as long 
as there’s a few students on shift to watch the display. You wouldn’t feel 
like you’re holding an event together with the rest of the class, but don’t 
you think you’d be able to enjoy the festival a lot? No need to worry 


about the time and you can look at all the food stalls the other classes 
are doing.” 


After finishing, he heard voices from all over the class saying, “I 


2) 


see. 


Amane understood that showcasing the local history at the school’s 
biggest event of the year would be uninteresting for a student. They 
knew that their local history was important, but there was no doubt that 
they’ll be wondering if it was an option they should take. 

He didn’t think it was often that students went out of their way to 
prepare for the cultural festival, an event where students could go a 
little wild and not offend anyone, but what Amane was really aiming for 
was the free time during the festival. 

Restaurants were a popular choice but they tended to require a lot 
of resources and manpower, and it took a lot of time to manage and 
prepare. 

The students had to be cautious around the store since they were 
dealing with money, and an uproar would be caused inside and outside 
the school if a problem arose. It was certain that they would have a very 
hard time. 

If they held some type of exhibit, each student would be on shift for 
about an hour, since the festival spanned only two days. It was very 
efficient time-wise and labor-wise. 

Unlike a restaurant and merchandise stalls, there wouldn’t be any 
exchange of money with an exhibit, so the important point was that the 
students could relax and take it easy. 

On top of all that, if you weren’t confident in your customer service 
skills, appearance, or cooking skills, there was nothing more painful to 
put up with. Amane fell in that category and knew exactly how it felt. 


“How should I put this? That’s just like you.” 


Itsuki didn’t hide his exasperation, but Amane just made a 
suggestion, so he turned away and closed his lips. 

Mahiru also gave him a look that said it was just like him, so it was 
uncomfortable, but he couldn’t take back what he’d already said, so he 


just sighed softly. 


“Whaaat? Then the maid café has the most votes, so it’s decided 
that we'll do a maid café. Any objections?” 


In the end, it was decided that it would be a maid café with an 
overwhelming majority of male votes. 


“Well, Pll tell the student council about the decision, and from there 
it'll probably be luck of the draw, so if we don’t win the lottery, we’ll 
have to host a haunted house, our number two choice. Also, when it 
comes to clothes, it’s definitely not something we can prepare within the 
budget, so we'll need to hit up some connections. If anything comes to 
mind, bring it forward first. If you don’t, it'll be a normal café, so 
prepare yourself.” 


Itsuki, in charge of progress briskly gives the necessary information 
and precautions due to its cheerfulness and good manners, then leaves 
the classroom, as if to tell the student council. 

Amane let out a small sigh and rested his hands on his cheeks at the 
relaxed atmosphere when he noticed Mahiru approaching. 


“What are you going to do?” 


“No matter what I say... there’s no helping what’s already been 
decided.” 


Mahiru smiled wryly at him, and though it couldn’t be helped, he 
couldn’t help but feel subtly frustrated. 


“If you don’t like it, you have to tell them.” 


“Tt’s not that I don’t like it, but... umm, do you hate maid uniforms, 
Amane-kun?” 


“T don’t love or hate it. I think you look good in everything Mahiru, 
and you always look good in your apron, too.” 


“I-I see... Then I’ll do my best.” 

“Well, you don’t have to force yourself to wear it.” 

“Tf it makes you happy, I’ll wear it.” 

Seeing the boys quietly pump their fists behind Mahiru, who had a 


beautiful smile on her face as she said that, Amane could only hold back 
his smile from twitching. 


$a oid 


“ ..Fujimiya, are you in a bad mood?” 


It wasn’t until after school that Yuuta, who happened to be absent 
from his club and decided to hang out with him, pointed it out that 
Amane realized that he was showing his feelings as clearly as day on his 
face. 


“...Was it that obvious?” 


“No, I think you’re pretty much as normal. It’s because of your 
atmosphere.” 


Just about to buy a book at a store near the station, Amane 
instinctively touched his cheek after hearing Yuuta. He felt a little stiffer 
than usual, and his brows were furrowed slightly. 

Just in case, he’d tried not to let it show too much, but he couldn’t 
control himself. He let out a slight sigh of embarrassment and dismay. 


“Well, yeah. I don’t feel too good about it. It’s not fun to see her be 
treated as a display, and I want to keep her to myself if I can.” 


It was only natural, but there was no way she, his beloved, would 


be happy to be exposed to the gazes of an unspecified number of people. 
It would be one thing if they were just curious, but a cause for concern 
if the boys unleashed their lust on her. 


“But it’s not like Mahiru hated the sound of it, and it’s immature 
and not fair for her to object to the class’s decision and demand special 
treatment from only her own boyfriend, so she has no choice but to keep 
quiet. I know Mahiru will contribute to our sales, but I’m not satisfied 
with the fact that there are a lot of risks that come with it.” 


“Tm sorry.” 


“Its not your fault, Kadowaki. It’s my fault for not being able to 
clearly state the benefits of my proposal.” 


There was no need for Yuuta to apologize in the slightest. On the 
other hand, he couldn’t blame the boys in the class who’d suggested it, 
so an indescribable feeling sat in his heart. 


“It can’t be helped, since this is the one thing we’ve decided on.” 
Amane sighed heavily, and Yuuta gave him a troubled smile as well. 


“T voted for the exhibit. I thought it was the most realistic, low-risk 
high-return option. Besides, lIl probably be sent to serve customers...” 


“Yeah.” 


Mahiru, renowned as the prettiest girl in the school, would also be 
forced to serve customers, so of course, Kadowaki, who was equally 
popular with the girls, would be sent to do the same thing. 

She seemed to want to work behind the scenes, but that was 
unlikely to happen. Having a rare kind of beauty was disadvantageous 
for her at a time like this. 


“ ..Boys aren’t wearing maid uniforms too, are they?” 


“T want to believe that’s not the case... If the girls are wearing maid 


uniforms, wouldn’t the boys go along with them as butlers? If it’s a 
convenient costume to get, that is.” 


“Ah, well, you see... Some of the kids in our class know someone 
who runs a café like that... They think they might be able to get a man 
and a woman’s outfits together.” 


“Huh?” 


This information was a fatal blow for Amane as he wanted to 
prevent Mahiru from wearing a maid outfit. 

If it was a convenient costume to procure, Mahiru would definitely 
be wearing a maid outfit to serve the class’ customers. 

Amane he could say he was fortunate, as it seemed like the boys 
would be prepared male costumes. It wouldn’t end up a disaster with 
them cross-dressing. 


“Tt’s really like the class was united on this point... Still, it must be 
tough for you if you’re gonna wear a costume while serving, Kadowaki.” 


Amane was sure that the girls would focus on Yuuta. He had a lot of 
work cut out for him. 


“Why are you acting like it’s someone else’s problem? I think you'll 
be sent out too, Fujimiya.” 


“Eh?” 

“Can you cook?” 

“...I won’t say I can’t, but I’m not good at it either.” 

It wasn’t like Amane couldn’t cook, but he couldn’t make something 
high-quality enough to offer in exchange for money. He didn’t have to 
worry about eating normally, and it wasn’t as bad as having his food 


rejected by Mahiru. 
Amane made a lot more progress compared to before, but he was 


still resistant to selling it. 


“In that case, I’m sure you’ll be sent to serve customers or help with 
something else in the back, but... If that’s the case, you’ll be worried if 
you can’t keep an eye on Shiina-san from a close distance. Itd be a 
problem if she caught some strange stares from customers.” 


“Well, that’s true, but... who benefits from me wearing that outfit?” 


Considering that they would be monitoring any insolent people 
trying to reach out and potentially disturb Mahiru, being in the front 
serving customers was probably for the better. 

If Mahiru was going to wear it, Amane didn’t mind wearing those 
kinds of clothes out of shame, but he couldn’t help but feel there was no 
point in him wearing a butler uniform. 

It’s a win-win for you and Shiina-san. I’m sure she’ll be happy.” 


“Well, yeah.” 


“Also, Fujimiya, you’ve been getting a lot of looks since you 
changed your image.” 


“Nah, I don’t know about that.” 
“Well, you only keep your eyes on Shiina-san.” 


It was embarrassing for Amane to hear him say that. 

It was true that he was worried about Mahiru, so he didn’t pay 
attention to the gazes of the other female students, and he hadn’t 
expected them to look at him like that at all in the first place, so he 
wasn’t fundamentally conscious of it. 

He looked at Yuuta, wondering if it was true, but he shrugged his 
shoulders and said, “You don’t realize it, do you?” so it didn’t seem like 
he was lying. 


“You should notice people looking at you once in a while, Fujimiya. 
Well, I don’t think there’s any harm in it, since everyone in the class is 


already looking at you like you’re something heartwarming.” 
“T don’t like that in its own way, though.” 
“Give up. It’s your fault for flirting with Shiina-san, Fujimiya.” 
“I'm not doing it so openly.” 
“Ahaha.” 


Yuuta smiled, but he didn’t seem to believe it, so Amane’s cheeks 
twitched slightly. 


“Well, what’s the big deal? It’s much healthier than being harassed. 
Personally, I don’t want you to be like Shirakawa-san used to be.” 


“«’,.A rival in love’ they say, huh?” 


Amane lowered his eyebrows at the words he’d been told in a 
slightly solemn voice. 

He had heard that Itsuki, which he wouldn’t tell the person in 
question but could be said to be his best friend, and her, Chitose, had 
overcome many twists and turns before they started dating. 

It was hard to imagine now, but when she first met Itsuki, Chitose 
had apparently given Itsuki the cold shoulder and was known as a girl 
with an icy personality and a tone of voice known by all. 

She was an excellent track and field athlete, but she had no choice 
but to stop because of the conflict with her seniors in the club over 
Itsuki. 

He didn’t want to understand why an upperclassman in a club who 
was jealous of her talent would harass her, but he also understood that 
it was possible. The man that she liked was making advances on the girl 
she was jealous of, yet the girl treated him unkindly. It was plausible 
that her harassment escalated. It was something that shouldn’t be put 
into practice. 


“T see. In the end, she quit track and field because of that quarrel. I 


really hate that kind of harassment, so... I’m relieved that Fujimiya and 
the others approve of her.” 


Yuuta had been watching over those rough times, which was 
probably why he was even more worried about Amane and Mahiru’s 
relationship. 

“Yeah.” 

“Thats why you should show off your friendly side during the 
cultural festival like you always do. So much so that no one wants to 
take it anymore.” 

“Tm not trying to show off.” 

“Haha, just kidding.” 

“That ain’t funny.” 

He raised an eyebrow and frowned at Yuuta, but he seemed a little 


relieved, and then he smiled teasingly, so Amane kept his nose to 
himself. 


TETE 


“Welcome home, Amane-kun.” 


Amane got changed and headed for the living room once he 
returned home, where he found Mahiru waiting for him with a smile 
and tapping her hands on her thighs. 

Not understanding the situation, he blankly stared at Mahiru’s face. 
She patted her thighs again with a gentle smile. 

As he stared at her in bewilderment, her smile turned a little wry. 


“T felt like you were in a bad mood.” 


Apparently, Mahiru had seen right through him. Since Yuuta had 
seen right through him, it was only natural that Mahiru could do the 
same. 

Just in case, Amane wanted to hide it in front of her, so he 
scratched his cheeks at the awkwardness of being so easy to read, and 
Mahiru smirked amusingly as if to say, ‘I knew it’. 


“Knowing you, Amane-kun, you wouldn’t force yourself to refuse, 
but I’m sure you don’t like it on the inside. Am I wrong?” 


“...Youre right, but...” 

“Therefore, I thought I’d try to cheer you up.” 

“You say that right in front of me?” 

“Fufu. You don’t want me to?” 

“’..You know my answer, but just who do you take after?” 

“Amane-kun, right?” 

Amane couldn’t argue with her once she said that, and his mouth 
twitched. 

Mahiru giggled and tapped her thighs again. 

Faced with the temptation of Mahiru’s soft-looking thighs, which 
were covered by a modest skirt, Amane hesitated and sat a short 
distance away from her, lying down and gently resting his head on her 
thighs. 

He turned his head to look up at Mahiru, and she smiled at him. 

Then, Mahiru’s slender and pale fingers coursed through Amane’s 
black hair. 


“...Are you worried about me and don’t like it?” 


“That’s part of it... I just didn’t want anyone else to see it.” 


“Are you jealous?” 


“I don’t know if I should call it jealousy or possessiveness... 
Honestly, I didn’t want you to.” 


He knew it was selfish and unsightly and was a little embarrassed 
by his emotional outburst, so he turned toward Mahiru’s stomach. 

Mahiru let out a small laugh at Amane, soothing him, and gently 
combed his hair with her fingers. 


“Well, it’s not like I’m going to wear a maid outfit in public because 
I want to, but it’s already decided.” 


“Mm.” 

“But I made a promise with them first.” 
“About what?” 

“T said that I want to show it to you first.” 


He instinctively turned his face back around and looked up at 
Mahiru to see a mischievous bashful look on her face. 


“You'll be the first one to see me wearing it, so, um... there may be 
a lot of customers coming to greet me, but, I-I guess you could say that I 
only have... one master.” 


In the end, Mahiru’s voice grew hesitant from her embarrassment, 
but once she finished, Amane’s cheeks naturally felt just as hot. 

Despite that, Amane looked into her eyes without turning away, 
and she pressed her cushion against his face as if she couldn’t take it 
anymore. 

She was gentle enough to not suffocate him, but he could tell that 
he ought to close his eyes. Together with Mahiru, Amane felt a new 
sensation that could be compared to something different... this haze 


swirling in his chest, would never disappear. 
What welled up from it must be none other than deep love. 


“Then Ill bear with it.” 
“Yes.” 
Mahiru refused to show her face to him and covered herself with 


her cushion, but Amane could still imagine the expression on her face. 
He smiled and turned on his side, burying his face in Mahiru’s belly. 


Chapter 5 
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By the end of the day, it was decided that Amane’s class would hold 
a café for the cultural festival. 

While the boys were overjoyed at the vote, Amane could only put 
on a bitter expression and endure the situation. The boys were likely 
expecting Mahiru, Chitose, and the other beautiful girls to dress up as 
waitresses. 

Amane obediently obeyed the decision because he couldn’t overturn 
what had already been decided, but was still resisting slightly as he took 
his measurements. 


“Nah, it won’t suit me.” 


“You won’t know until you put it on. Come on, give it up. It’s 
already been decided.” 


“Fujimiya, give up!” 

“You’re already giving up, Kadowaki...” 

“T had a feeling this would happen.” 

According to the person doing the negotiations, their costumes had 


been planned to be rented out without incident, so now the students in 
charge of serving the customers began to take their measurements to 


secure the costumes as soon as possible. 

Amane was dissatisfied with the notion of him serving customers 
without being asked first. 

Trying to be considerate, Itsuki said, “You have to be prepared for 
anything, even if it means spending time with Shiina-san,” but Amane 
wanted him to let him know first. 


“By the way... have you gotten thicker than before?” 


“How rude. I haven’t put on any weight. I’m forced to live a regular 
life.” 


“Haha, your wife’s taking good care of you.” 
“Shut up.” 


Amane was embarrassed that he’d called Mahiru his wife and gave 
him some harsh words, but Itsuki gave him the same teasing smile as 
always. 


“Well, I still think you’ve gained weight. Have you put on more 
muscle than before?” 


“That might be it. It’s all thanks to the Kadowaki-style muscle 
training I’ve been doing.” 


“What? I want to know as well.” 


Surprisingly, the now curious Itsuki went over to interrogate Yuuta, 
and Amane glanced around at the boys around him. They were taking 
their measurements just like he was. 

They were talking about something among themselves, but very 
sneakily, so Amane inevitably grew curious. 

Hearing their excited voices, Amane strained his ears to listen in on 
their conversation and noticed that they were talking about Mahiru. 


“Shiina-san in a maid outfit... must be so nice.” 


“They’re taking their measurements in a different classroom right 
now, aren’t they? They probably look amazing.” 


“She’s huge, after all.” 


“She’s always with Shirakawa, but the difference between them is 
pretty big.” 


“If Akazawa hears you, he’ll kill you for that.” 


“Well, even Itsuki admitted they were modest, so... his palm was 
too big, he said...” 


“Anyway, I’m jealous that he can keep Shiina-san all to himself.” 


Amane looked at them without even hiding his exasperation as he 
looked toward Itsuki. If Amane was asked, he would say that talking like 
this about other people’s girlfriends was disgusting. 


“...At least try not to talk so loudly.” 
“Fujimiya, you were listening, huh?” 


He wished they wouldn’t fantasize about his girlfriend’s physique, 
but he didn’t want to get angry in such a place, so he held himself back. 

Besides, no matter how much they fantasized about it, Amane was 
the only one who would actually get the chance to see it, so he could 
say he gave them some leeway. 

Itsuki seemed to have heard them too and smiled wryly. It would 
have been bad if Chitose had known about it, but it seemed that Itsuki 
had no intention of telling her, so it would stay a secret. 


“Well... I have no choice.” 


“That angel, she’s always hiding it in her blazer and vest, but she’s 
pretty... Hey, Fujimiya, how is it really?” 


It was precisely because they were in a boys-only place that they 
started having silly conversations. 

Amane shrugged, trying not to furrow his brow as they looked at 
him expectantly. 

“Tm not sure what to say. It’s just as you saw.” 

“Don’t dodge the question.” 

“What do you want me to say?” 

“There’s apples and there’s melons, right?” 

“Fruits vary from person to person, don’t they?” 

“Youre such a pain!” 

“You’re the one who’s a pain!” 

“.,.And just why should I tell you her size?” 

In the first place, it wasn’t like he had an accurate grasp of his 
girlfriend’s size. 

Well, in reality, Amane knew. He saw Mahiru’s laundry when they 
visited his parents’ house, but he knew better than to tell them that. 

They closed in on Amane, their enthusiasm clearly not cooling 
down as they pushed toward him with pressure. 

Seeking help, he looked at Itsuki, but he simply gave him a shrug 
and a grin. It wasn’t the look of him intending to play savior. 

“Anyway, I don’t know.” 


“Don’t lie to me, now.” 


“Pm not lucky like that.” 


“Ah, you guys. What Amane’s saying isn’t a lie.” 


Itsuki, who seemed to have no other choice but to delicately offer 
help, smiled under the gazes of the approaching boys and Amane. 


“I mean, Amane’s the kind of guy who wouldn’t lay a finger on 
Shiina-san even if it was just the two of them at home. There’s no way 
he’d know.” 

At Itsuki’s words, the classroom fell silent. 


“ ..Fujimiya, the latest theory says you’re not a man.” 


“So that’s why you didn’t show any interest in that gravure 
magazine.” 


“No! Itsuki, don’t say it like that. I just want to respect Mahiru’s 
wishes!” 


“People call that being a coward.” 

“Hey, now.” 

“No, that’s normal... isn’t it normal for the other person to accept 
being alone in a situation like that? Girls aren’t stupid, they’re 
considering the possibility.” 

“Well, you know, the two of them seem to think it’s too early for 
that because they’re a serious, pure, and innocent couple. It’s a natural 
monument that needs to be watched over. Don’t say anything 
unnecessary.” 

“Hey, Itsuki, whose side are you on?” 


“TIl always be on your side.” 


“T just can’t trust you...!” 


Hearing Itsuki’s words, the boys around them started looking at him 
pitifully, and conversely, they also gave him lukewarm smiles. Amane’s 
cheeks twitched greatly. 


“Its not like I’m pure or anything, and Pd like to if I could, but Pm 
just thinking about Mahiru’s future...” 


“I see—” 


“Don’t grin at me like that... Hey, what’s with you guys? Don’t 
look.” 


Feeling extremely unbearable, he bit down on his lip as he received 
even more pity from the boys. Now flashing Amane an even big smile, 
he couldn’t bear it anymore and threw a cloth measuring tape at the 
face of the culprit, Itsuki. 
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“...Um, Amane-kun? I don’t know why, but the boys seem to be 
looking at me with mellow eyes. Why’s that?” 

“No idea.” 

The girls had finished taking their measurements and met up with 
them, but they were worried about getting strange looks from the boys, 
so they whispered to each other. 

Amane, on the other hand, received warm stares from the girls, so 


he wanted to ask the exact same of Mahiru. 


“Tm getting some weird looks from the girls... Mahiru, did you say 
anything?” 


“N-No, I didn’t do anything to tarnish your honor.” 


“So you said something other than that, didn’t you?” 


“I-I was just talking about how you normally are, Amane-kun, and 
about how I spend my time, so don’t worry.” 


“What was it exactly?” 

“...That yow’re a wonderful gentleman, Amane-kun?” 

“You too!?” 

“Me too?” 

“No, it’s nothing.” 

He couldn’t mention that he was being ridiculed for his lack of 
manliness, so he replied in a calm voice while panicking internally and 
ruffled Mahiru’s head. She stared at him blankly. 


“’,.Let’s stop leaking information. It’s embarrassing.” 


“Y-You’re right. Personally... ’m glad everyone’s teaching me a lot 
of things.” 


“Hey, I can’t help but worry about what you’re being imbued with.” 


Even though Chitose had implanted her with knowledge he’d rather 
not have her know, he was afraid that the other girls would be giving 
her even more strange ideas. 

He was confident that Chitose wouldn’t go overboard, but if he 
could, he would prefer to know what they were trying to tell her. 


“_. It’s not like anything bad will happen to you, Amane-kun.” 


“I don’t know how to deal with the way girls are looking at me 
right now.” 


“W-Well... it can’t be helped.” 
“T feel like there’s nothing we can do about it.” 


“Hey, you two. I don’t mind you flirting, but Pd like to move on to 
the topic at hand, so stop showing off.” 


Itsuki, serving as an executive committee member, looked at Amane 
and shrugged as he stood in front of the podium. 

They weren’t trying to flirt, but at this rate, Amane didn’t think 
there was any point in saying anything back. 


“Well, let’s put those two aside and decide on our menu for the 
café. We should have decided on it first, but I had to make an early 
reservation for our costumes. Oh, and Kido-san, make sure you calculate 
the size of your clothes and order what we need. I’m the boy here. Don’t 
misuse the information.” 


Itsuki, who was good at delegating tasks, briskly gave instructions 
and gave a report of the class’ measurements to the girl in charge of the 
costumes. 

“Anyway, we can’t use raw food. There’s a limit to how long we can 
use the kitchen, and from a sanitary standpoint, we usually offer baked 
sweets and drinks. Any objections?” 

“Okaaay.” 

“Chi, don’t mix in any strange stuff in there.” 


“How rude.” 


Chitose had a track record since Valentine’s Day, she would only do 
that to her close friends and wasn’t thinking of serving it to customers. 


“Anyway, as for drinks, well, it’s a café, so coffee, black tea, and 


juice should be fine. If you have any other ideas for food or drinks, hand 
them over. I can only suggest something obvious.” 


“Okay, okay. What about ice cream? I want cream soda!” 


“That’s a good idea, but how would we preserve it? If we’re going 
to put store-bought food in the kitchen and carry it, that’s fine. But it’ll 
take up space in the freezer, so we'll need to talk to the student council 
about that. Pll list it as a candidate for now, so Pll ask the student 
council later while I’m at it.” 


“What about a light meal?” 


“T took that into account, but considering the time it takes to make 
it and the time it takes to restrain the maker, I don’t recommend it. 
There’s a pretty big difference between providing something that’s 
premade and making it fresh. Also, even if it’s a light meal, hot dogs and 
warmed sandwiches are the only ones that we can cook properly. 
Especially the hot dogs. It looks like other classes are going to do that, 
too, so stealing their share would be going a bit too far.” 


“Nothing we can do about that.” 


Amane thought that Itsuki was very adept at leading the class as he 
moved the conversation forward and touched on all the topics needed, 
and Mahiru seemed to be thinking the same thing and smiled a little, 
saying, “He’s reliable.” 


“Well then, that should be enough suggestions for now. Now I just 
have to submit this to the student council and wait for their 
confirmation. So, about securing that drink... I know someone from a 
shop that sells coffee beans, so I'll try negotiating with them. I’ll try to 
get a discount on the price in exchange for advertising their store. Itd 
be nice if we could adjust the taste for our audience too.” 


“Whew, you're so reliable.” 
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“Don’t fall for me now. Boys only get a ‘no thanks. 


Itsuki conducted the meeting very casually, but amazingly, he still 
did what was supposed to be done, and to a high standard. 

Impressed by his cheerfulness and leadership skills that he couldn’t 
imitate, Amane thought little by little about what he should do and 
sighed softly. 


(After all, last year I was only decorating the haunted house) 

For some reason, he felt like he was being forced into serving 
customers this year, but at the same time, he was deeply moved that he 
could participate in such a youthful and student-like event. 

Just the year before, Amane thought of the cultural festival as a 
waste of time and effort... but now he had Mahiru by his side. 

He didn’t think it was a bad idea for the two of them to use this 
chance to make memories together. 

“Is something the matter?” 

“Hm, I just felt like I should do my best at the cultural festival.” 

“Hehe, you’re right. Um, I’m looking forward to serving you.” 


“You look a little awkward to me, though.” 


Mahiru smiled cheerfully in response to his playful teasing. 


Whe is that Smile por? 


Under Itsuki’s leadership, preparations for the cultural festival were 
proceeding smoothly. 

This was their second time preparing for a cultural festival, so they 
were used to the procedures, but more importantly, the boys and girls in 
the class were all clearly focused and worked together in unison to fulfill 
their selfish desires. 

Amane was busy preparing while also taking care of his daily class 
schedule, but for once, he felt so content with the work that he didn’t 
feel busy at all. 


“Hey, there’s a typo on the pamphlet. It hasn’t been printed yet, so 
make it again. It’d be bad if we got the school’s address wrong.” 


“Do you know where the tablecloths are? I heard we bought some, 
but they’re nowhere to be found!” 


“Even if the cost is set to be low, the amount will be about this 
much...” 


Amane and the others were also feeling the clamor of their 
classmates, who were each doing the work they’d been entrusted with, 
and were also receiving instruction from the waiter in charge of 
teaching them. 


“Fujimiya-kun, umm, smile!” 


*,..smile* 
“It’s twitching, it’s twitching.” 


Amane, who could only muster up a fake smile, looked at Kido 
Ayaka, a girl from the class who was working part-time at a café, in 
charge of preparing the costumes and training those on customer 
service. But she gave Amane an awkward expression, seeing the way he 
smiled. 

They had a few conversations before summer vacation, but they 
hadn’t had any particular contact since then, and now that they were 
interacting like this again, he was having a hard time dealing with her. 

She was doing her best to teach him the basics of customer service, 
despite how anti-social Amane seemed to be, but he still couldn’t get 
used to things he wasn’t comfortable with. 

From Amane’s perspective, it wasn’t like he couldn’t smile, but from 
Ayaka’s point of view, it looked somewhat awkward. 


“Hmm. Your usual smile is much better, though. You’re giving an 
awkward smile because you’re being overly conscious of it. Relax, 
relax.” 


“You say that, but when I think about serving customers, I just can’t 
help it.” 


“Just think of them as potatoes.” 
“Potatoes, huh?” 


“It looks like you’d prefer eggs, Amane-kun.” Mahiru, who was 
similarly receiving instructions for how to serve customers, chuckled 
and teased him. 

Given that she had cooked for him for nearly a year, Mahiru was 
well aware of his fondness for eggs. Though, it wasn’t like he was just 
going to start smiling at eggs, so nothing changed in the end. 

‘That’s not the issue here,’ he thought, but Mahiru seemed to be 


having fun, so he decided to stay quiet and simply scratched his cheek. 

“Well, Pve heard some say it looks better when you’re naturally 
smiling than when you're forcing one, so let’s try and find a way for you 
to relax.” 


“Who said it’s better for me to act natural?” 


“Girls from our class? It’s the impression you ive off when you’re 
with Shiina-san.” 


“T don’t like being watched.” 

“You weren’t showing off?” 

“Definitely not.” 

He glared at Itsuki, who had assumed it was on purpose, but the 
latter was exasperated and said, “You’re not aware of this, are you?” so 
Amane just replied, “Shut up.” 

Mahiru’s cheeks were slightly flushed as she smiled modestly. Her 
embarrassed eyes were aimed at him, and her cheeks were even more 
flushed than before. Likely, Mahiru was aware of it herself. Starting with 


Ayaka, the other girls nodded in agreement. 


“Though I’m sure you’re most relaxed when with Shiina-san, 
Fujimiya-kun.” 


“What do you mean...?” 
“You know, the kind of aura you give off.” 
“Aura?” 


“Pm taken aback by it sometimes.” 


He wasn’t too sure what she was saying, but Mahiru had an idea of 
what she meant and was trying her best to hide her embarrassment. 

It was just that her eyes seemed to waver slightly in the midst of 
that shame, and Ayaka, who seemed to have noticed the change, smiled 
and waved her hand dismissively. 


“Shiina-san, Don’t worry, don’t worry. I have a boyfriend. I’m not 
interested in getting another.” 


“I-I wasn’t worried about that.” 

“You don’t have to hide it. Pd be worried if my boyfriend got 
attention, too. But I won’t be interested in someone unless they’ve got 
muscle. Fujimiya-kun’s too thin, so he’s out of the question!” 

“T feel like I’ve just been called a bean sprout.” 

He thought he’d gained more muscle recently, but his reputation for 
being too thin made him a little depressed. Itsuki had praised him for 
having more muscles than before, but it could have been him having 


low standards for praise. 


“A-Amane-kun isn’t a bean sprout. I do think he is fair-skinned, 
but... umm... w-when he strips, he has... a lot of muscle.” 


“Eh? He’s amazing when he strips?” 


“Don’t say it like that, Mahiru! You don’t want people to get the 
wrong idea!” 


“...But you’re very firm, it’s true.” 
“Fine, then. You’ll be so embarrassed later, though, Mahiru.” 
Amane wished she’d realized she’d just confirmed she’d had 


opportunities to touch his bare skin. The reality was that they were 
clinging to each other in swimsuits, so it wasn’t like anything risqué 


happened, but depending on who heard her, it wouldn’t be strange for 
them to think they’d already gone further. Despite this, Mahiru had 
mentioned that Amane was very gentlemanly, so they probably realized 
that he hadn’t done anything. 

Mahiru calmed down after he pointed it out, and Amane was 
relieved. He looked around and many warm stares were directed at 
them, so he clicked his tongue; mostly at Itsuki. 


“Huh? Why are you looking at me like that?” 
“Your grin pisses me off.” 


“Hey, you can’t just blame me for everything. Come on, let’s stop 
fooling around and get practicing.” 


Putting his affairs aside, he clicked his tongue at the provocative 
Itsuki once more, and when he looked at Ayaka with a sullen 
expression, she started laughing. 


“Well, I understand how passionate you two are, no problems there. 
It'll be fine as long as you greet the customers with a smile. Your 
mannerisms are elegant to begin with, so I think there’ll be no problem 
if I show you around like I taught you.” 


“Never thought my mannerisms were elegant, though.” 
He doesn’t think he acted rough, but he wouldn’t go so far as to call 
them elegant, so he could only tilt his head in confusion when she said 


it in such a way, but Mahiru understood and smiled at him. 


“Amane-kun, it must be because you grew up watching your 
parents. Those two are very refined.” 


“Pm not sure if Mom acts elegantly or not, but her movements 
aren’t dull.” 


“So you went out with Fujimiya-kun and his whole family, Shiina- 
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san. 
“K-Kido-san...” 
“Sorry, sorry.” 
Amane turned to her with a sour look on his face as Ayaka giggled 


at him, but that only amused her more, and in the end, neither Amane 
or Mahiru could escape the heartwarming smiles of their classmates. 


$4 Oar 

Just two weeks before the cultural festival was planned to be held, 
they received word that their ordered outfits had arrived. 

“Okay, these are the costumes that arrived. I'll hand them out to 
everyone, so wait a minute! I'll give you instructions on how to properly 
wear them, so hold tight~” 

Ayaka smiled as she handed each of them their outfits, and she 
came over to Amane to hand his outfit to him while smiling cheerfully, 


saying, “Here you go.” 


“Ah, Fujimiya-kun, there’s a different classroom for you to go 
change in. Head there later.” 


“Why am I alone?” 

“Hmm. Special measures?” 

“What do you mean by that?” 

“It's just a small request from Shiina-san, and I want to grant it to 


her. Shiina-san said she wanted to show it to you first, Fujimiya-kun, 
So...” 


“All the other girls agreed too, of course.” Amane felt a little guilty 
at the lengths they went to grant her request, even if there wasn’t much 
need for them to be concerned about it. At the same time, though, 
Amane was thrilled that Mahiru had gone to such lengths to make sure 
he was the first to see her. 

Amane smiled, “Thank you,” as he thanked the girls, starting with 
Ayaka, who gladly accepted Mahiru’s wish. 
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And so, at a special time given to him, Amane waited in front of the 
door to the classroom where Mahiru seemed to be changing. 

The curtains were closed, of course. From what he heard, the 
original plan was to have everyone head to the changing room, but they 
borrowed a spare classroom to put their costumes on and to practise 
serving customer meals afterward. Additionally, not only would they 
stand out in their maid dresses and fluffy skirts if they went into the 
hallway, but as it was overflowing with various equipment and paint, 
they could easily tear or stain their clothes, which would be a big 
problem. 


(I'm kind of nervous) 


It was somewhat awkward and nerve-wracking to think that a girl 
was changing on the other side of the wall. She was his girlfriend, and it 
was true that he had basically seen her in her underwear before, but 
that aside, he still couldn't calm down. 

As he leaned back against the door and waited in silence, he heard 
a somewhat stiff voice from the classroom saying, “You can come in 
now.” 


“Maybe Mahiru’s nervous in her own way, too,” he murmured with 
a small smile and followed her urging into the classroom; only to find 
Mahiru standing a short distance away from the door. 


Closing the door behind him, he looked at Mahiru, who was 
standing directly in front of him. 

The maid dress that Mahiru was wearing was the type with a long 
skirt that reached down to her ankles, and also had long sleeves. 

It was a classical type of maid dress that also incorporated a 
moderately modernized style in some parts, and it was a combination of 
long sleeves, a long navy blue one-piece dress, and an apron that puffed 
up around her upper arms, looking as though there was air inside. 

Kido once mentioned that when it came to wearing miniskirts, they 
would often wear another skirt underneath to prevent it from swaying 
upward; but as Mahiru was wearing a long skirt, she didn’t do so, and 
the dress formed a lovely and neat silhouette of her figure. 

Though she wore frills on her apron as a decoration, there was 
almost no skin exposed, giving her a prim and pure air. He could see 
that her ankles were covered in black tights through the hem of her long 
skirt. 

The black tights themselves must have been from Mahiru's personal 
belongings. At school, she wore them all year around so she could hide 
her skin, and that was exactly what she was doing here. 


“What do you think?” 


Mahiru tilted her head freely, and her flowing hair swayed about 
smoothly as she did so. 


Mahiru’s tasks were to both serve the customers and carry their 
food to their table, so she had tied her long flaxen hair into dumplings 
so they wouldn’t cause any problems while she was working. 

Since she was both serving customers and carrying food, her long 
flaxen hair was tied up in dumplings behind her so as not to get in the 
way. Her styled hair was supported by a maid-themed chignon cap for 
good measure. 


“’..You look a lot better in it than I imagined.” 


“Is that so? I’m glad. This is my first time wearing a costume like 
this...” 


If he praised her without flattery, she would reply bashfully. 

Mahiru’s innate beauty was a major reason that it suited her, but 
more than that, Mahiru’s atmosphere matched the maid dress much 
more than he was expecting. 

She had always been the type to take care of others, and that nature 
of hers complimented the look even further. 

As Mahiru smiled at him softly, Amane couldn’t help but believe it 
would be ideal if she wasn’t sent out to serve customers. 


“Amane-kun?” 


“Huh...? Oh, sorry. It looks so great on you that I didn’t want to 
show it off to anyone else. It’s way too effective.” 


“Hehe, what is it effective on?” 
“My sanity?” 


“TIl give you headpats later, so please bear with it for now. I don’t 
want anyone else to see you in your butler uniform either...” 


“They won’t be coming for me, so don’t worry.” 


“Tt’s not okay!” 


For some reason, Mahiru got rather heated, so he obediently 
apologized, “Sorry,” and Mahiru seemed to think she went too far, “I 
should be the one apologizing,” and softly gave an apology of her own. 


“’..You’ve become easier to get along with since you changed your 
image, and, um, I’ve heard other girls talking about how good-looking 
you are now.” 


“First time I’ve heard anything about that, though.” 


“Of course, they won’t tell the person himself. It’s something girls 
will only talk about among each other... I’m here with you, so they can’t 
be so open about it.” 


A slight shiver ran down his spine, wondering just what girls talked 
about when they gathered, but from the way Mahiru talked, it seemed 
that he was generally favored positively. 

Despite that, he didn’t dare think they fancied him. At best, they 
were simply giving them warm stares. 

In the first place, it was hard to accept a woman who would try to 
seduce a man who was already dating someone; or rather, it warranted 
a definite refusal. 

There were no female students like that from what he saw, though, 
so Mahiru’s words didn’t strike him as reality. 

Mahiru pursed her lips cutely, apparently sensing from her 
expression that Amane wasn’t taking all her words at face value. 


“Did you know that when a group of girls get together, they can 
talk very bluntly? They chat about which boy has a relationship with 
which girl, their personalities, and experience. Honestly, they’re all 
things they don’t want men to hear about.” 


“Just what is my girlfriend involved with?” 


“That’s how girls talk. They tend to be very frank, without much 


sugar-coating. ...I’ve heard them say you’re a wonderful person, so I 
can’t help but feel uneasy.” 


Mahiru began to fidget and had a hard time saying it. To Amane, 
she resembled the image of a lovely and adorable maid, and he felt a 
little sadistic at the thought, but also guilty nonetheless. 


“By the way, what did they say about me?” 


“Umm, that you’re kind, or very gentlemanly... And that when you 
love someone, you won’t pay attention to anybody else.” 


“Well, that might be true. I only ever look at you, Mahiru.” 


It was only natural to only look at your lover. It would be rude and 
dishonest to be interested in someone of the opposite sex when you’re 
already dating someone else. 

Amane hadn’t started dating Mahiru with such half-hearted 
feelings. He had heard that the personalities of those in the Fujimiya 
family were often of the affectionate sort, and they would only ever be 
interested in one person; and as it turned out, Amane had no intention 
of looking at anyone but Mahiru, either. 


“Tt’s the same for you, isn’t it, Mahiru? Would you ever steal glances 
at any other boys?” 


“That’s impossible!” 


“Then, there’s nothing for either of us to worry about. You’re the 
only one for me, Mahiru, and the only girl I’ve ever fancied. But putting 
that aside, I still don’t want others to look at you the same way, and 
that’s why I was against letting other boys see you wearing this outfit.” 


Mahiru frowned a little as Amane returned to the original topic. She 
then pressed her forehead against his upper arm several times, as if 
headbutting him. 


“ ,.Let’s both put up with that.” 

“Yeah.” 

“That aside, I want to monopolize you.” 
“Me too.” 


Amane gently patted Mahiru on the back as she pressed her 
forehead against him, and she looked up and stared at him. 


“...I want to see you in your butler uniform as soon as possible, 
Amane-kun.” 


“The boys will be renting a room for the unveiling next, so please 
wait just a bit.” 


This time, thanks to the kindness of Itsuki, Chitose, and Ayaka, 
Amane was allowed to be the first to see Mahiru in her dress, but the 
original plan was a simultaneous unveiling. 

It was time for the boys to put on the clothes they had borrowed as 
well. 


“Its nothing special, okay?” 

“That’s not true. I’m looking forward to it.” 

Mahiru wasn’t flattering him; she really felt that way, and it was 
clear in the way she smiled at him. Amane felt an indescribably ticklish 


feeling and scratched his cheek, “Don’t get your hopes up, just wait,” 
and replied so. 
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“Shiina-san, how was she?” 


“What do you mean...? It looked great on her.” 


It was decided that the boys on customer service were to get 
changed as well, but the boys themselves seemed more interested in 
Amane, who was the first to see Mahiru in her maid outfit. 

When asked how she looked, all he could say was that it looked 
good on her. 

His classmates were clearly disappointed by Amane’s indifferent 
impressions, and he gave them exasperated looks. 


“There’s more to it, isn’t there? What did you think?” 

“Other than that... there’s no way it wouldn’t look good on her.” 

“Yeah, you’re right. It’s Shiina-san, after all.” 

“T want to be served by her.” 

“T want to see her smile and call me master...” 

“TIl never let Mahiru serve you guys, though.” 

“You’re so cruel... So harsh... You could at least let us dream.” 

“That dream will never come true, Pll shatter it for good.” 

“That’s harsh.” 

Through the course of the preparation period, Amane had opened 
up to his classmates enough to banter with them. Some of them were 
truly wallowing in despair, though. 

He started talking to the other boys and was able to joke around 
with them; he would get the occasional, “I’m so jealous,” and a pat on 
the back, and he would respond in the same manner. 


Fundamentally, Amane was reluctant to form new relationships 
with them because his circle of friends was small, but his classmates 


were all good-natured students deep down, so he naturally made friends 
with them as he worked alongside them for the festival. 

As they conversed lightly, he joked and purposefully responded 
with blunt words as he changed into the clothes prepared for him. 

The boys were wearing simple navy-blue jackets, slacks, and dark- 
gray waistcoats that were close to being pure black. It was a slim design 
that matched each of their physiques, giving them a refined atmosphere. 
As an added bonus, the white gloves they wore made them look the 
part. 

Of course, they borrowed both the maid and butler outfits from the 
same place, so they were very in line with the girls’ maid outfits. They 
gave off the same atmosphere and were matched, and when looked at 
together, they would appear more like genuine servicepeople. 

At first glance, Amane thought it would be hard to move around in, 
but once he actually put it on, the fabric was more elastic than he 
initially expected, and he had no problem with the outfit’s mobility. 


“Its amazing, somehow Itsuki looks flirtatious even as a butler. 
Exactly the kind you often see in manga.” 


“Huh? What’s with the roasts?” 

Itsuki seemed to have finished changing as well, and the other boys 
were quick to start teasing him. 

Taking a quick look, Amane saw that he was as cheerful as the 
other boys had said, but it was more like he had a somewhat frivolous 
air about him. 


“Yeah, you definitely look frivolous.” 


“You’re so mean, Amane! The way that you... Damn, you’ve got a 
real slick style right there, the one you show to Shiina-san.” 


“Why are you saying something so obvious?” 


Naturally, if Amane was going to be seen by Mahiru, he would 
make sure to dress up properly, and tidily. With a comb, he styled part 


of his hair back and it made him look very polished and fresh. He gave 
off a more distinct impression than usual. 

Even so, he had no intention of styling it all to the back, similar to 
what’s commonly depicted in illustrations, but even Amane could do 
this much without hesitation. 

“He’s serious... This guy’s serious...” 


“You weren’t that enthusiastic at first, but you’re all motivated 
now.” 


“She’s expecting great things from me for some reason, so of course, 
it’s time to get serious.” 


“You... You’re so carefree...” 


“Nah, I’m sure you guys would go all out if your girlfriend got her 
hopes up, too.” 


“Stop it, Fujimiya. Against us single boys you’ve got no mercy at 
all.” 


“Huh...? Sorry...” 

“Don’t apologize. You’re making me miserable...” 

Amane embraced the casual side jabs from his classmates, staying 
silent. He then looked over and shrugged at Itsuki, who was still 
dejectedly grinning at being labeled frivolous. 


“Well, Chitose would be happy with it, Itsuki.” 


“Yeah. It’s also the perfect chance for her to laugh at me and go, 
‘Ikkun’s so frivolous,’ though.” 


“No doubt about that.” 


Amane could imagine Chitose saying that without any hostility, and 
chuckled to himself silently. This time, it was Itsuki’s time to jab at 
Amane’s sides, so he returned the favor with a pat on the back to cheer 
him up. 


“Still, it looks like they’re going to be popular next to the gate.” 


“Nah, the girls said, ‘There’s a demand for the prince type, the 
frivolous type, the cool type, and the shota,’ apparently.” 


“T really pity Kuju. Everyone calls him a shota. Also, the frivolous 
type is definitely taken by you.” 


Makoto was forcibly sent out because of his appearance. In that 
regard, he was unique. He was shorter compared to the other boys, but 
he himself was rather dissatisfied when told he was the cute type, but 
this time around he was much more worked up about it. 

Glancing at Kuju, Amane immediately noticed his malcontent face. 
For better or worse, he was delicate and had a babyface; so he could 
probably satisfy people with certain needs. 

Incidentally, Kazuya, who was on good terms with him, was 
working in the back. The reason was that he was relatively rough and 
had a firmer physique in comparison to the other boys. It was decided 
that it would be better to have him do manual labor than be at the front 
serving customers. 


“...Kazuya, you traitor... Damn you...” 
Amane pretended he hadn’t just heard a curse coming from a 
certain babyface. 
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“Oh, Ikkun, you look great in it! Very frivolous, though!” 


It was time for the people in charge of customer service to gather in 
the classroom and unveil their outfits, but sure enough, Chitose 
described it as frivolous with a bright smile. 

Even Itsuki himself seemed to be somewhat aware of it, but he 
looked off into the distance, saying, “So that’s how it is...” But since it 
was how he usually acted, Amane didn’t deny it. 

Incidentally, Chitose was going to serve the customers, so she too 
was wearing a maid uniform. 

There must have been two different designs, because her uniform 
differed from Mahiru’s traditional-styled maid outfit, her skirt was knee- 
length and was designed to be fashionable and emphasize cuteness. 

There were fills peeking out from her hem, and her slender legs 
were covered in white knee socks. Combined with her short stature and 
frilly apron, she gave off the impression of a modern-style maid. 


“Anyway, what do you think? Do I look good in it?” 
“Of course. You look great in anything, Chi.” 


“You’re the one who laughed when I borrowed Mahiru’s clothes and 
showed them to you the other day.” 


“No, that was the size...” 
“Tkkun.” 
“Tm sorry.” 


Even the (allegedly) frivolous Itsuki became docile when it came to 
Chitose. It was Itsuki’s fault for triggering her complex, and Amane had 
no intention of backing him up. Well, part of it was that he could 
imagine Chitose getting on his case if he did intervene. 

In addition to Chitose, he could see the other girls in charge of 
serving customers wearing maid uniforms, and he couldn’t help but be 
impressed by how amazing things had gotten for their own event. If it 
was a café that was welcome to such gorgeous employees as theirs, it 
was bound to become a hot topic. 


Ayaka, who was in charge of the unveiling, was wearing the same 
type of maid uniform as Mahiru, and she walked over to Amane with a 
smile. 


“Ah, Fujimiya-kun, you’re looking sharp with that style. You’re 
really fired up.” 


“Mahiru had high hopes for me, that’s why.” 


“Hehe, you’re a good boyfriend, aren’t you? Look, Shiina-san, he’s 
wearing a butler outfit.” 


“Come on, come on.” Ayaka beckoned her over with a cheerful 
smile, and for some reason, Mahiru didn’t approach him. Amane 
thought she didn’t want to at first, but as she was blushing and 
fidgeting, that didn’t seem to be the case. 

Looking at Mahiru’s behavior, Ayaka smiled and told him, “She was 
looking forward to it, but now she’s fidgeting. It probably turned out 
better than she imagined.” She then went back over to Mahiru. 


“Alrighty, Shiina-san. Itd be a waste if you didn’t see him up close. 
Besides, you two are both on the same shift, so you need to get used to 
it while you can!” 


According to the arrangements made by his classmates—mainly 
Itsuki—his shift was set at the same time as Mahiru’s. He was worried 
about her potentially being sexually harassed, and he wanted the two of 
them to be able to stroll around the school together when their shift 
ended. 

Ayaka gave Mahiru a push, and Mahiru approached him, albeit 
hesitantly. 


“It doesn’t look good on me?” 


“Th-That’s not true! It’s so wonderful, it’s like you’re not the usual 
Amane-kun...” 


“That much? Just how do I look to you?” 
“',.You’re sexier than usual.” 


“If anything, ’m wearing more than usual. I don’t usually wear so 
much fabric, and definitely not when we’re home.” 


“There are times when it’s better to wear more!” 


Amane was bewildered by the emphasis of her words and her 
insistence, but for some reason, the other girls nodded with 
understanding expressions, it wasn’t an atmosphere where he could 
deny her assessment. 


As usual, Mahiru was blushing and fidgeting with upturned eyes, 
and the boys were dropping like flies in the face of her cuteness, so he 
had to stop them soon. 


“...Mahiru, don’t let anyone see your face like that. There will be 
casualties.” 


“You too, Amane-kun.” 
“Yeah, yeah.” 
“S-so nonchalant...” 


Mahiru seemed dissatisfied, but when it came to their expressions, 
there was a major difference in power between Mahiru’s and Amane’s. It 
was impossible for Amane to charm both girls and boys alike in the way 
Mahiru would. 

In that regard, there was nothing to worry about, and he ignored 
her sentiments. However, Mahiru continued to nudge at Amane’s upper 
arm a little, as if she wasn’t convinced. 
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“Welcome.” 
“Ugh...” 


After the unveiling, they practiced their customer service, but it 
couldn’t really be called practice. 

Their eyes were burning from the bright light. The light, of course, 
was Mahiru’s professional smile. It left the boys unable to move—they 
were rendered useless. 

All the boys who had volunteered to be her customers were 
shattered before her smile. As expected, her angelic smile was terrifying. 


Those who had withstood the first attack finally gave in after they 
were shown to their seats and were given a smile. Seeing this, Amane’s 
cheeks began to twitch, thinking that it might take a turn for the worse 
if she didn’t hold back. 


“The Angel is terrifying... Amane, you need to stop Shiina-san. 
Fast.” 


“That smile isn’t at full strength just yet.” 
“No way, you're telling me this isn’t her full power...?” 
“This isn’t the time to be amused. This isn’t a joke.” 


From Amane’s perspective, who was watching from the sidelines, 
Mahiru’s smile was still artificial. 

She smiled amiably. Of course, it was a professional smile, an 
elegant smile specifically for customer service. He felt like the boys 
wouldn’t be able to continue functioning seriously if Mahiru smiled even 
more sincerely. 

Even the girls were captivated by the current situation, so the effect 
of the Angel’s smile was clear to all onlookers. 


“ ..This isn’t customer service practice.” 

Even Ayaka, who had been watching the situation, smiled bitterly. 

Perhaps because he was used to being by her side all the time, he 
underestimated her destructive power, but the Mahiru always had a 
beauty and atmosphere that captivated onlookers. He should have 


expected this to happen. 


“I don’t think there’ll be any problems with the customer service 
itself, but... itd be a problem if the customers started overheating.” 


“Sorry.” 


“Well, it’s not like you or Shiina-san did anything wrong, Fujimiya- 
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kun... 


As Ayaka said that and looked off into the distance, he felt 
extremely sorry for her, but there was nothing he could do about it, 
either. 


“,.Maybe I should prepare a bunch of cold drinks.” 
“Yeah... Let’s cool things down.” 


The Mahiru effect seemed to engulf the entire classroom in what 
felt like sweltering heat, so the two of them decided to keep tabs on the 
air conditioning as well. 


“Still, itd be a problem if she doesn’t hold back.” 
“Yeah, the victims...” 
“Well, that’s part of it, but... it’s frustrating for me.” 


Ayaka gave him a puzzled look when he spilled the beans and told 
her how he honestly felt.. 


“Its not fun to watch her smile at other boys, even if it’s just in a 
friendly way. Call me narrow-minded, but that’s all there is to it.” 


Logically speaking, he was convinced of the reason. 

She was only fulfilling her responsibilities for the work she’d been 
entrusted with, and the smile Mahiru wore was one she showed to the 
majority. It wasn’t the pure, innocent smile that she would only show 
Amane, or the faint, alluring smile of a little devil. 

Even so, he was aware that the reason he felt something swirling 
deep in his chest was because of his jealousy. 

‘How pathetic.’ Amane shrugged his shoulders in self-deprecation, 
and Ayaka gave him a blank look with no implication whatsoever. 


“You know, you really dote on Shiina-san, don’t you?” 


“...Could you not say things like that so directly?” 


“Ehehe. I can tell from looking at her that she’s madly in love with 
you, but you don’t lose to her in that sense either... I thought you 
weren’t the type to get too attached to things, Fujimiya-kun, but when it 
comes to Shiina-san, you completely change.” 


“Think about how I feel when you’re telling me all this.” 


“I mean, when I look at you, I can tell she’s very important to you 
and that you cherish her, don’t you? Fujimiya-kun, you can be a little 
scary when you’re emotionless, but when you’re with Shiina-san, you 
smile so happily that it’s easy to tell she’s someone special to you.” 


She wasn’t talking as if she was teasing him, but rather, she said it 
solemnly, so Amane couldn’t reject her words. Ayaka greeted him with a 
genuinely cheerful smile as his gaze darted around. 

“Well, that’s why seeing you jealous made me smile when I realized 
that you’re a boy too, and that you love Shiina-san. Anyway, I just 
thought it was nice. ...I’m not in love with you, so don’t worry, okay?” 


“What’s with that ending?” 
“No, I mean. Shiina-san’s staring right at me.” 


“You’re looking at us, aren’t you?” Her carefree voice made him 
realize that Mahiru was looking their way. 


What she was giving him wasn’t a doubtful gaze, but one of slight 
dissatisfaction. He didn’t think she suspected him of being unfaithful. 

Just as Amane had mixed feelings about the smile Mahiru directed 
at others, Mahiru was unamused that Amane was acting so friendly with 
other girls around her. 

On the other hand, Mahiru seemed to like Ayaka as a person, so her 
gaze was only a little uneasy. 


“You’re so loved, Amane.” 
“You're loved too, Fujimiya-kun.” 


Itsuki appeared out of nowhere and seemed to be listening to their 
conversation. As if following his lead, Ayaka followed suit with a 
cheerful smile, and Amane frowned for a moment before turning toward 
Mahiru with a relaxed smile. 
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And so, just as the girls finished their customer service training, it 
was the boys’ turn. 


“I want to be Kadowaki-kun’s customer.” 
“Aw, that’s not fair!” 


“Hey, don’t make that decision on your own! If that’s the case, then 
me too!” 


“When did it become a nomination system?” 


The girls had volunteered to be Yuuta’s practice partner first, and 
Amane admired them from a distance, thinking how amazing the girls 
were. Yuuta’s currently being free was probably one of the reasons for 
his enthusiastic appeal. 

As far as he was concerned, Amane, who treated him as a friend, 
knew that Yuuta was a good-natured young man, and that he was 
attractive both as a friend and as a man, but even so, seeing how 
popular he was made him feel both admiration and slight pity. He had 
been watching from the sidelines, wondering if there was any time to 
relax. 

The person in question, Yuuta, had a troubled, tired look in his eyes 
as he smiled. 


“That’s amazing.” 


Ayaka didn’t join the circle. She just gazed at it at her leisure. It was 
like she was watching some kind of event from afar; someone else’s 
problem. She was looking at Yuuta with a hint of pity in her eyes, more 
like an Amane look than an amused one. 


“You... have a boyfriend, don’t you?” 


Remembering how she’d told Mahiru not to get the wrong idea 
because she had a boyfriend the last time they talked, he could see why 
she wasn’t interested in Yuuta. 


“Yeah, I do. We’re in another class, though. We’re childhood 
friends. Plus he has good muscles.” 


“That’s an amazing introduction.” 


“Well, he’s my ideal. I think it’s wonderful, so I have to praise him. 
...Ah, of course I like muscles, but not just muscles. He’s clumsy, but 
kind and calm.” 


“If I see him again, Fujimiya-kun, Ill introduce you,” she said with 
a smile, so he nodded. 


At that moment, Ayaka’s image of her boyfriend had been frozen in 
her mind as a macho, but she didn’t realize, so she smiled and slapped 
her palms hard to calm the fight for the guest role that was becoming a 
light commotion that was drawing attention. 


“Yeah, yeah, Kadowaki-kun’s practice partners are in order. I'll 
make a list for you, so talk it over and decide on the order. You'll have 
to practice a few times anyway, so Ill pass it around with the current 
number of people. This is fair, isn’t it? Actually, Akazawa-kun, you’re in 
charge, so it’s time for you to show off your skills as a man.” 


“Well, this isn’t something a guy should be doing. I thought you 
might be able to do it.” 


“Eh? Don’t leave it to Kadowaki-kun! And Chi-chan, don’t just stand 
by and watch!” 


“What do you mean, ‘Eh’?” 


“That’s not what I meant. For now, let’s decide on the order of the 
applicants and report it to them later. Come on, the other boys are free, 
so let’s practice!” 


As he smiled wryly at Ayaka, who was much more reliable than 
Itsuki, who was supposed to be in charge at times like this, Mahiru 
quietly approached him and stood next to him. 


“I guess I am your first customer.” 
“I know. And why are you all trying to nominate him?” 
“Isn’t it because everyone thinks he’s doing a wonderful job?” 


“Well, Kadowaki is a refreshing butler. That’s one of his good 
traits.” 


Yuuta, who had a troubled smile, was being swarmed by girls with 
sparkling eyes, was also wearing a butler uniform. 

He was a calm, gentle, and cheerful, orthodox boy with a refreshing 
aura around him. He was the very picture of a prince, which he hated 
being called. His clothes suited him very well. It didn’t seem like they 
wouldn’t suit him unless they’re something out of the ordinary. 

He hadn’t intended to do this at all, but he was emitting something 
so handsome that it seemed like it would have a sparkling effect, so as 
far as Amane was concerned, it was a bit of a problem if he was 
compared to him when they lined up. 


“It does look good on you, Kadowaki-san... but that’s not what I 


meant.” 


“If you’re talking about preferences, it’d be a problem if you didn’t 
choose me Mahiru... I’m actually the one you want, right?” 


“Of course.” 


Hearing her say it so bluntly made him feel embarrassed, but 
Mahiru naturally said, “You’re the best, Amane-kun,” so he couldn’t say 
anything. 


(...It’s proof that she likes me) 


It was embarrassing, but at the same time, it made him happy, so it 
was probably inevitable that his face would loosen up a little. 

Mahiru covered her mouth with her white-gloved hand to cover up 
her embarrassment, but then smiled very lady-like, as if she could see 
through everything. 

And so, around the time the uproar over Yuuta’s practice partner 
had subsided, Amane and the others had started practicing customer 
service as well. It went without saying that Amane’s practice partner 
was Mahiru. 


“Welcome. Allow me to guide you to your seat.” 

He tried to smile naturally at Mahiru as she entered the classroom, 
as a customer, but for some reason, she froze in her tracks. 

She didn’t smile as she did at home and showed one meant for 
strangers, but Mahiru’s gaze fluttered around for some reason. 

“Dear customer, is something the matter?” 

“N-No, it’s nothing.” 

Her long, braided hair swayed like a whip as she shook her head 


vigorously. She kept her distance from the waiter, so she wouldn’t bump 
into him, but at her usual distance, she may very well have done so. 


Relieved that he had enough time to think about that, he guided 
Mahiru to her seat. Incidentally, since he checked the number of people 
at the reception desk at the entrance, he didn’t end up in a situation 
where she entered the store and didn’t have a seat. 


“Please sit here and wait.” 


Mahiru twitched as she pulled her seat back and smiled at him. 

It was probably out of embarrassment and nervousness, but the 
embarrassment was that he was sending her a customer service smile 
prepared by Ayaka. He didn’t know why Mahiru was embarrassed, and 
if anything, Amane was the one who was embarrassed. 

Since it was practice, for the time being, he decided to ignore 
Mahiru’s reaction, and told her what he recommended on the menu. 
Then he wrote down her order on the note, and headed for the 
simplistic kitchen, which was hidden by curtains in the room. 
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“This is like an ambush.” 

“Not sure what you mean.” 

After they took their orders, customer service practice continued on, 
and after watching them until they left the store, it was finally over. 

When he finished practicing with Mahiru and headed over to his 
instructor, Ayaka, she nodded solemnly. Incidentally, Mahiru seemed 
restless the whole time, so he was worried that he might have made a 
mistake somewhere. 

“Ah, there were no problems with the response or movement.” 


“What about Mahiru? Why’s she like that?” 


“Isn’t that because you were cool? You looked really good, 


Fujimiya-kun. Want to work part-time at our café? The manager would 
be happy.” 


“TPI think about it when I need money personally.” 
Ayaka smiled regretfully as Amane implied he had no intention of 
doing so at the moment, and then glanced at Mahiru, who was fanning 


herself with Chitose’s file. 


“Looks like Shiina-san’s going to have a rough time at the cultural 
festival, too~” 


“Well, no doubt there would be a lot of customers coming for her.” 
“That’s not what I meant.” 
“What do you mean?” 


“Her boyfriend might attract a lot of attention, you know? I think 
you’d be popular if you always smiled that way.” 


She poked his cheek with the end of her ballpoint pen, and her 
brushed it away with his fingers. 


“Personally, I don’t think I’m popular or anything.” 


“Fujimiya-kun, did you know? It’s true that people judge people by 
their appearance, but their appearance isn’t just about their facial 
structure ...There’s cleanliness, and then their atmosphere, their 
movements, and their expressions. It might be rude of me to say, but I 
think there are people better than you when it comes to their face. But I 
don’t think that’s enough to decide who is favorable.” 


“Well, I get what you’re trying to say, and I think so too.” 


When Amane first became involved with Mahiru, he didn’t have 
much affection for her. He recognized that she was a beautiful girl, but 


he didn’t harbor any feelings for her. Part of it was that he wasn’t 
particularly interested in the opposite sex at that time, though. 


“At least agree that you could be popular. Your smile is wonderful.” 
“No, if I agree to that, It'll make me arrogant.” 


“Ahaha. But it’s true that you should smile more. You’re no match 
for my boyfriend, though!” 


“You just casually dropped that on me after all that?” 
“If you say that much, I vote for you to meet my boyfriend.” 
“Hm... Well, it might be possible.” 


Even Amane, who had only known her for a short period of time 
because of her honest, cheerful, and caring nature, was interested in her 
boyfriend. He wanted to see who she was so in love with. All he knew at 
the moment was that he was a good person and had a good body. 


“Well, that’s fine. Anyway, you pass the customer service test. 
Here’s a flower for your good work.” 


Ayaka pulled a sticker with a flower circle drawn on it out of her 
apron as proof that he had passed, and handed it to Amane. 

Itsuki was watching from the sidelines and had a “Failed” sticker on 
his forehead. It wasn’t so much that it was pasted on more than that it 
had been given to him by Ayaka, though. 

As it were, Itsuki smiled way too much, and it earned him a failing 
mark. He was warned not to smile too flirtatiously. 


“Anyway, lll attend to the other girls now, so why don’t you go see 
Shiina-san?” 


“PI do that.” 


“And if you start flirting...” 

“I won’t do that.” 

He appealed to her with his gaze, wondering who would do such a 
thing in front of so many people, but she brushed it off with her usual 
cheerful smile. 

He was drained of any discontent he had, and he felt an 
indescribable itchy feeling and scratched his cheek as he made his way 
over to Mahiru. 

“Mahiru.” 

“Uu, ah, Amane-kun...” 

“Oh, here comes the cause of Mahiru’s drowsiness.” 

By drowsy, Chitose must have meant that Mahiru’s cheeks appeared 
feverish. Her white cheeks were colored even as she was serving 
customers. 

A maid with slightly moist eyes on her red cheeks leaned back in 


her chair as she looked up at him, which was extremely bad for his 
heart. 


“You know, Amane has the trait of being a Mahirun killer, so don’t 
bully her too much, okay?” 


“What’s with that trait...?” 
“A special-attack ability that only activates on Mahiru?” 
“...I don’t think Pm Amane-kun’s only target right now.” 


Mahiru muttered to herself, and Mahiru smiled wryly as he sat 
down next to her, her body quivering. 


“Was I really that cool?” 


“Yes.” 


“It’s a good thing I’m your boyfriend. ...Well, at least understand 
that I don’t intend to look at anyone other than you, Mahiru.” 


“T-I know that, but... I still feel complicated.” 


Mahiru was fidgeting uncontrollably and shrinking down, so he 
patted her head to soothe her, and she blushed even more. 


“Its more like a special attack on Mahirun, or an area of effect 
annihilation ability. By making Mahirun blush, she can cause 
catastrophic damage.” 

“Did you say something?” 


“No, nothing at all.” 


He gave Chitose a sharp look when she started saying these weird 
things, and she looked away, feigning ignorance. 


Whe J Want te Inuite 


At Amane’s school, the cultural festival wasn’t open to the public 
and only relatives and acquaintances were allowed to participate. 
Moreover, applications would be required to be handed in beforehand in 
preparation. It was a form of handing out tickets for students to apply 
for and using those tickets to enter. 

Needless to say, there was a maximum number of guests a student 
could invite. 

This was a measure taken in recent years due to the rising danger 
during past festivals and cases of customers resorting to violence at the 
school in previous years. Even during a cultural festival, the safety of 
the students took priority, so it had been decided after careful 
consideration from the faculty. 


“T don’t have anyone to invite, do I?” 


Mahiru murmured as she gazed at the application forms handed out 
after lunch. It was evident that she was pretending nothing was amiss. 

Mahiru was called an angel and everyone loved her, but she tended 
not to make any close friends. It was the same back in middle school, 
and there was no one who she could call a very close friend. 

If you didn’t invite a friend, you would invite your parents, but this 
didn’t apply to Mahiru. Under no circumstances did she want to invite 
her parents, and concluded that she didn’t have anyone to invite. 


“I don’t have anyone outside of school that Pd call a friend, so this 


doesn’t affect me. There are people I’m close to on campus, so there’s no 
need to worry.” 


“Well, same here... Actually, if I don’t invite them, Mom and Dad 
will get all annoyed...” 


“Shihoko-san and Shuuto-san will be participating too?” 


“T didn’t tell her last year, and she had a whole lot to say about it to 
me afterward.” 


Shihoko was sulking when she found out, and it was a terrible 
ordeal. She’d sent him dissatisfied messages for a while, and it got to the 
point where even Shuuto called and told him, “Shihoko-san is really 
sad.” 


For Amane, he found it hard to call her over from afar and felt that 
it was fine just for the cultural festival. Knowing his mom’s personality, 
Amane could tell that she would fawn over him even in front of 
everyone, and he didn’t want to let his classmates know that he was still 
very familiar with his parents even as a high school student. On top of 
that, he didn’t want anyone else to see his parents flirting with each 
other. 

As Amane expected, Shihoko remembered. She sent him a message 
saying, “It’s almost time for the cultural festival, isn’t it?” Amane knew 
she was hinting at him to get them tickets. 

After what happened the year before, Amane didn’t have the option 
of not inviting her. Even so, he was apprehensive. 


“TIl need to remind them not to flirt in front of everyone.” 
“Ah, Ahaha.” 


Mahiru knew full well that Shihoko and Shuuto were natural flirts 
and flashed a wry smile. 


“Well, I guess that’s why I’ll only invite those two. They’re quite far 


away, but there’s no one closer for me to invite anyway.” 
“I see...” 


Mahiru, who had learned about his past turmoil and saw him part 
ways with his former friend, didn’t want to go any further. 

Amane, however, was much more worried about Mahiru. She has 
far more problems with her parents than he did. 

From what Amane learned, he didn’t have any concerns with 
Asahi’s personality itself. However, he had no intention of meeting 
Mahiru. Much was the same from her mother, either side not wanting to 
have contact with her. Even Amane, who had only heard them converse 
once, could feel it—Mahiru could never invite either of them to the 
festival. 

Despite that, he didn’t know about Mahiru’s life before high school, 
so he didn’t think he could say anything. 


“By the way, you said you wouldn’t invite anyone, Mahiru. What 
about the housemaid?” 


Mahiru had been neglected by her parents, but he remembered that 
there was a woman who gave her love and educated her as a parent 
would. 

Mahiru’s housework and cooking skills were taught to her by that 
housemaid, and Mahiru had a gentle look on her face when she talked 
about her. It wouldn’t be an exaggeration to say that she was a 
surrogate parent to Mahiru in a way. 

Mahiru’s eyes widened at Amane’s words. 


“You remembered Koyuki-san, didn’t you? I think I only mentioned 
her briefly.” 


“That’s because it’s you, Mahiru. Aren’t you going to invite her?” 
“I can’t.” 


He thought it was a good suggestion, but Mahiru’s face twisted a 


little solemnly. Amane realized he had made a slip of the tongue. 
“ |. SOrry.” 


Amane looked down, thinking that he said something he shouldn’t 
have. He inferred that something must have happened to Koyuki. 
Mahiru, who seemed to have realized what he was imagining, waved 
her hand frantically to clear away his assumptions. 


“No, that’s not it! Koyuki-san quit being a housekeeper a little after 
I started middle school, but... umm, all the work affected her back.” 


“Ahh.” 


“It may have been her job, but I made her manage the big house by 
herself, and I felt bad for forcing her to do it.” 


As soon as he heard she’d done her back in, he thought it would be 
impossible. 

Once your hips are damaged, it’s easy to revert back even once you 
recover. 

It would be similar to living with a bomb attached to your hips. You 
can’t do any heavy labor, and you can’t be reckless with your work. 

Amane understood why Mahiru was hesitating. Having her attend 
after such a long trip wouldn’t be easy on her with her condition. 


“Right now, she’s living with her daughter and husband. Even if 
they would come, I’m still worried about her health. There aren’t many 
casual rest areas for the guests, I would feel bad for inviting her. This is 
far away from her house, after all.” 

“I see. That’s too bad.” 


“Yes. 2) 


Mahiru adored her old housemaid. Amane could tell that much 
from her expression. 


He wanted to meet and thank the woman who helped Mahiru 
survive and grow as a person. Since she was poorly, however, there was 
nothing they could do about it. 


“Its a little shameful of me, too. I can’t give my greetings to 
Koyuki-san, even though she helped you out so much. When we get the 
chance, I should go say hello.” 


“Eh? Ah, a greeting?” 
“Yeah. She’s like your parent, isn’t she, Mahiru?” 


It was likely that Koyuki had a huge impact on Mahiru’s current 
personality. 

She was the one who taught Mahiru, and with a more parental 
attitude than her real parents. Even Amane was indebted to Koyuki. 
Without her presence, it’s possible Mahiru wouldn’t have grown up in 
the way she did, and wouldn’t have gotten involved with Amane at all. 


“Yow re... right.” 
“Then I’ll need to say hello.” 


Amane had declared to Mahiru’s biological father that he was going 
to make his daughter his own, and was accepted. Even so, he felt it 
wasn’t enough. He wanted to tell the person who he considered 
Mahirw’s foster parent, too. 

Just from what Mahiru told him, he knew that Koyuki went above 
and beyond in taking care of her, exceeding the realm of her duty. It 
seemed rude to Amane for him to take Mahiru without asking her, 
especially since he was indebted to her. 

Just as before, he wanted to see the person responsible for raising 
her, and wanted to declare his intentions to her clearly, and honestly. 


“Well, let’s think about that a little later when we’ve settled down. 
Itd be rude to visit so suddenly, so Pd like to make an appointment 
when the right time comes. You seem to have her contact information, 


so maybe a letter or a phone call... Wait, Mahiru?” 

Mahiru was practically synonymous with Koyuki’s own daughter, 
and Amane was basically kidnapping her. He was trying to think of the 
best way to introduce himself formally, but the Mahiru in question 
looked around awkwardly. 

“N-No, it’s nothing.” 

“Tt doesn’t look like nothing to me.” 

“Tt’s nothing.” 

Mahiru pressed her face into her favorite cushion, blocking her 


vision. With Mahiru not wanting to elaborate, Amane let her do as she 
pleased and gave her a smile, thinking he had no choice. 


Chapter 8 


Het Bepore the 


Choosing a coffee shop for the cultural festival turned out to be a 
rather time-consuming project, but things were going much better than 
Amane had expected. 

The biggest reason was that they procured the outfits for them to 
wear during the event. In the end, they were only able to open the 
coffee shop after overcoming that problem. 

All that was left was the décor and the items they would serve to 
the customers, but with some rearranging of the desks and chairs, the 
interior already looked rather clean and there were no problems there. 

The other hard-to-prepare things were the food and drinks they 
were offering. The cultural festival spanned two days, so they had to be 
cautious about hygiene in anticipation of that. 

That said, it wasn’t that hard for them this time around. In light of 
the hygiene and labor issues, they ended up buying a large number of 
store-bought goods. 

Amane and his classmates’ project was to hold a café with maids 
and butlers. The main attraction was mostly to enjoy the appearance of 
the servers and the atmosphere they provided, so they had no choice but 
to compromise on that point. 

Considering the number of classes waiting to apply for the home 
economics room, it was safe to say that their provision of store-bought 
goods turned out to be a wise decision. 


“We'll take it up a notch with the drinks, though...” 


Itsuki declared so with his mischievous smile and a wink. He was 
also serving as the executive committee chairman. 

The coffee that Itsuki brought in came from a specialty store and 
was purchased at a low price, and he smiled happily while lightly 
slapping the bag of grounded beans. It was a good choice for those who 
were looking for the best coffee. 

Normally, it would be better to grind it freshly, but that would be 
impossible for a high schooler’s pretend store, both in terms of the 
equipment and labor required, so they prepared it in advance. The 
leaves for the black tea were also carefully prepared beforehand, and as 
for the offerings, they were all ready. 


“This is coming out better than I thought.” 


Chitose murmured softly as she surveyed the classroom, where the 
decorations were almost all set up. 

The interior was a little restricted since it was originally a 
classroom, but the tablecloths, cushions, and trinkets adorning the 
lockers gave it a completely different atmosphere than usual. 

While it still couldn’t be called a full-blown event, it was still above 
the standard expected of high schoolers. To begin with, the main 
attraction was the students dressing up, not so much the authenticity 
itself. 


“Yeah, I agree. This is more than enough, I think.” 


“You’re right. The curtains and accessories alone have changed the 
air in here quite a bit.” 


“You really outdid yourself with this, didn’t you? The curtains are 
just perfect and they really make the atmosphere.” 


He pointed to an extravagant curtain with a golden decorative 
string she’d borrowed from the drama club, and Chitose murmured 
softly, “Itd be bad if it got dirty, though.” 


They tried not to put too many seats near the curtains, but if they 
did get dirty, it would be tough for them to pay off the cleaning bill. 


“Well, this much should be all we need. All we can do now is to 
hope for the customers to start pouring in.” 


“’..The fact that Shiina-san’s going to be a maid makes me feel like 
she’s going to be the main attraction. If anything, we’re going to be 
overflowing with people looking for her instead.” 


“Don’t treat my girlfriend as bait. Besides, the other girls looked 
good in their costumes too, so I think it’s rude to just ignore them for 
Mahiru.” 


Mahiru may have been the only one he was interested in, but 
objectively speaking, the girls wearing the maid outfits were all good- 
looking and the clothes suited them well. Sure, putting aside his 
favoritism, Mahiru was far cuter than the rest of the group, but she 
wasn’t the only one who looked great with it on. 

“Tkkun, you can learn from what Amane said just now.” 


“Ow, ow, ow, you're cute too, Chi.” 


“That’s more like it~ If you don’t praise me more, Pll punish you 
with the afternoon tea course we were talking about the other day.” 


“That place is expensive!” 


“Apparently, there’s a butler on the tables in real life, so you should 
watch and learn from them, Ikkun.” 


“That’s a lot of money just to study manners!” 
Leaving his two friends aside, who were happily planning their next 


date, Amane looked toward Mahiru, who was standing quietly beside 
him. 


For an unknown reason, Mahiru had a subtle expression on her 
face. 


“Mahiru?” 
“ ..Amane-kun, do you think I’m... the cutest?” 


“What’s this so suddenly? Are you worried about me complimenting 
the other girls? ...You’re asking the obvious. To me, it suited you the 
best and you were definitely the cutest out of them all.” 


“Y-Yes.” 


Although it should be assumed that Mahiru was the most special to 
Amane, it still seemed that she was bothered slightly by his words. 

Amane noticed that Mahiru seemed to be a little jealous, so he 
whispered sweet praises in her ear. She happily smiled as if those words 
alone were enough to convince her. 

Mahiru didn’t cling to him closely at school, but she bashfully 
pinched the hem of his sleeves. Even that gesture was eye-catching, and 
now Amane had to restrain a slight fluster in his heart caused by his 
own girlfriend’s cuteness. 


(...I’m sure there'll be even more stares during the actual event) 


His classmates were now looking at him with warm gazes, so it 
wasn’t so bad just yet. The problem would begin on the days of the 
cultural festival. 

It was expected that there would be people who would send rude 
glances at her and those who didn’t understand her. Amane decided to 
do his best not to separate himself from her. 


(Let's try to stay as close as possible) 
Seeing them getting along well despite arguing, he looked back and 


forth between Itsuki and Chitose. Itsuki gave him the same shifts as 
Mahiru, for which Amane was silently grateful for. Noticing that 


Mahiru’s lips were forming a bashful smile, Amane let out a wry smile of 
his own. 


On the day of the cultural festival, the weather was nice and clear. 

Fortunately, the aftermath of summer was calming down, so even 
the clothes he was wearing didn’t seem to give him any problems with 
regulating his body temperature. He appreciated the fact that he 
wouldn’t start sweating even with his tightened necktie. 


“We have the first shift, so I’m a little nervous.” 


“We'll be clocking out at noon, so we'll have to do our best until 
then. We have you and Mahiru here at the front, so I’m sure it’ll be 
pretty crowded.” 


“Tm sorry about that. But, how should I put it? I feel like it can’t be 
helped, I’ve already resigned to my fate.” 


Amane finished listening to the opening ceremony for the students 
ahead of time in the gym and changed while talking to Yuuta, who was 
on the same shift as him, in the waiting room they were using to change 
their clothes, but... Yuuta was already smiling in resignation. 

It seemed that being put on display was an everyday occurrence for 
him, and since it was only his clothes that would be different, he was 
going to give up and accept the inevitable. 

‘Handsome guys really do have a lot of hardships,’ Amane thought and 
turned to look at him with pity, but when he noticed, Yuuta gave him a 
modest grin. 


“You best be careful too, Fujimiya. Shiina-san’s going to get 
jealous.” 


“No need to worry, IIl be like thin air when you’re around.” 


“You really went there... Well, Fujimiya, you may end up more 
jealous than her.” 


“Rather than jealous, I’m worried sick.” 


Mahiru was cute, and her maid outfit suited her well. It looked so 
good on her in fact that Amane was worried that she might be stalked 
by weird individuals or sexually harassed. 

He was sure a lot of the students would visit looking for Mahiru, 
and as her boyfriend, it wasn’t a laughing matter, so Amane was worried 
they might send her some rude gazes. 

Yuuta, who seemed to have sensed what was going through 
Amane’s mind, lowered his eyebrows and smiled wryly as he patted him 
on the back, saying, “Good luck.” 


$1 %.¢ 


After changing clothes and heading back to his classroom, he found 
all his classmates who appeared to have already finished their rough 
preparations. He assumed that the students he couldn’t see nearby were 
probably setting up the kitchen. 

Since his shift was starting at noon, Itsuki, still wearing his uniform, 
stood in front of the podium, and smiled as brightly as ever after seeing 
his classmates gather around. 


“Today’s the first day of the cultural festival. Honestly, I’m not too 
sure how many customers will come. It’s not like there’s no precedent 
for a café like ours, but we have a lot of people in our class, after all.” 


Itsuki glanced at Yuuta and Mahiru. 
The two of them gave an awkward smile in response. It was better 
for them to be prepared. 


“Either way, lets just do this in our own way. It’s our special 
cultural festival, a chance to go enjoy ourselves. Don’t worry if we don’t 
get a lot of customers or not. To be honest, I don’t think we will have 
this much leeway next year. Second-years like us are in the best position 
to enjoy the cultural festival to the fullest, no doubt there’ll be the 
exams to worry about this time next year.” 


“Hearing you say that makes me lose spirit.” 
“It suddenly got all depressing.” 


“Sorry, sorry. Then let’s not get too worked up! Let’s have fun at the 
cultural festival again this year!” 


A melancholic aura loomed over the class for a moment, but Itsuki’s 
smile brightened everyone’s mood in one go. It was the right decision 
for Itsuki to take charge of the class. 


“Ah, that’s right, I’ve got something to share. Call it a business 
practice, or a reminder, but I’m sure you all know this. Make sure 
nobody takes any photos in the store. We’ll give them a verbal warning 
when they’re at the reception desk, but photos are a no-go, and even if 
they ask and give some kind of reason, we won’t allow that kind of 
service, so just refuse them. Otherwise, something troublesome could 
happen.” 


Of course, certain stores in the heart of the city often allowed that 
kind of service. But this was just a school festival, and they weren’t set 
out on selling the appearances of the servers. 

For that reason, there was a notice in the store that clearly stated 
‘no photography allowed,’ and there was a similar message displayed on 
the menus located at the sides of each table. 

In a similar manner, filming videos while on school premises was 


prohibited during the length of the cultural festival. As a result of 
students broadcasting events on video streaming sites and apps at other 
schools, incidents of female students being stalked were reported, and it 
was a recently decided ban in their school for the past few years due to 
it. 

Musing about how the world has changed to the extent that such 
restrictions were necessary for student safety, Amane was impressed, but 
also puzzled just thinking about it. Either way, there were people who 
didn’t follow the rules, so he ensured to stay on his toes. 


“Well, that’s about it. It’s about to start.” 


Just as Itsuki’s finished speaking, a subtle noise could be heard from 
the speakers within the classroom. 

And in the next instant, the principal declared the beginning of the 
cultural festival to all classes. 


“Okay, let’s do our best for today and tomorrow! Aim for the best 
sales in the year!” 


The entire class grew excited by Itsuki’s reckless words as he raised 
his fist in the air. He seemed to be more than just fired up. 

Amane straightened his back once more, and Mahiru, who had been 
by his side listening quietly, smiled modestly and whispered, “Let’s do 
our best.” 


$a oad 


One could say it was just as expected, but ever since the store 
opened, many customers... mainly fellow students, had made their way 
over to Amane’s class. 


“The Angel’s effect is so scary.” 


Yamazaki, a classmate and the boy in charge of customer service, 


muttered so. 

Likely, he was overwhelmed by the rare sight of seeing a student- 
hosted event having a full seating area as soon as it started. Or perhaps, 
he was surprised by all of the customers’ overflowing enthusiasm. 

There was no way they could seat all of the customers in the café 
all at once, so even if the number of customers entering the store was 
limited, it was inevitable that there were some things that they couldn’t 
help. 

Each and every time Mahiru passed through the café, all of the 
boys’ gazes were drawn to her figure, and seeing this, Amane 
experienced a mixture of exasperation, admiration, and displeasure, 
barely managing to not let it show on his face. 

Amane already predicted this outcome and had long since given up, 
but he didn’t think it was a laughing matter. From Mahiru’s perspective, 
however, it appeared that the same thing could be said to Amane, so the 
feeling was mutual. 


“Well, that’s to be expected. More importantly, we’ve got 
customers.” 


After reprimanding Yamazaki, Amane guided the new customers to 
their seats. 

The usual routine was to have any available staff at hand attend to 
the incoming customers, but every so often, a customer would request to 
be served by a particular student, which posed a bit of a problem. Their 
café didn’t offer specific services such as employee requests, and if he 
could, Amane wanted to tell them to instead visit a store that did. 

Amane felt a little apologetic towards the female students wanting 
to be served by Yuuta, but as he was busy serving other customers, they 
would have to settle for Amane. 


“Dear customer, please take a seat here.” 


Amane pulled out a chair and turned to face the girl, smiling as 
Ayaka had instructed him, only to find that the girl who was 
disheartened at not being served by Yuuta looked at him and was taken 
aback. While feeling sorry for not being the person she wanted, Amane 
showed her the basket for which to place her possessions in and handed 
the menu over to the female student. 


“Today’s recommendation is this A-set. Is that to your taste?” 
“Th-Then TIl take that one...” 


Although they were recommendations, there were only three sets of 
items available on the menu, A, B, and C. Each contained a combination 
of baked sweets and drinks. They sold meals as a set to prevent students 
from only ordering a drink and taking up seating space. 

The receptionist was to inform customers to report any allergies 
beforehand, so they shouldn’t run into any problems. 

Amane bowed politely to the girl hesitantly placing her order and 
recited, “Certainly, please wait patiently until your order is ready.” 


“One A. We’re packed with orders, so do your best.” 

Behind the scenes, there were classmates of his going back and 
forth between the rented kitchen area and the classroom in order to 
serve the customers’ sweets, and a classmate who happened to be free 
slowly raised his head. 

“Woah... I looked toward the receptionist, that’s gonna be tough.” 


“Don’t say that.” 


“We tried to prepare as much as we could before we opened up the 
café, so we can figure something out, but....” 


“PI just do what I can, that’ll work, right?” 


“’,.’ve been observing for a while now, and I think things will get 
tougher on you guys from here on out.” 


“Really? Well, no doubt Kadowaki’s in high demand, he’ll get busier 
as more customers come in.” 


“That’s not what I’m talking about.” 

His classmate sighed but didn’t appear to intend to follow it up with 
anything, which left Amane baffled, but he didn’t think it would get all 
that difficult for him. 

Amane looked at him with an expression implying he didn’t 


understand and was instead returned with pity. 


“Also, every time Shiina-san comes around, she looks slightly 
displeased about something.” 


“What’s with that?” 

“I think it’s probably your fault.” 

“Nothing I can do, serving customers is my role.” 

“That’s part of it, but I don’t think that’s the only reason.” 

“I don’t know what you're getting at here.” 

Amane felt like he was being blamed for it, but he didn’t catch on 
and his expression clouded over. Amane assumed he was trying to imply 
that Mahiru was jealous, but judging from the way he was saying it, she 
may actually be sulking about something else. 


Amane decided to ask Mahiru later on, but ended the conversation 
and transported the prepared meal to the table. 


$1 %.% 


An hour and a half had passed since the opening of the store, but 
there was no hint of the influx of customers coming to a halt. On the 
contrary, it was increasing. 

Although the number of visitors increased over time, the line of 
people waiting seemed to arouse the curiosity of those simply passing 
by. In the beginning, most of the customers were fellow students, but 
gradually, the number of invited guests began to increase as well. 

As expected, while they didn’t seem as enthusiastic as the students, 
Amane noticed a few invited customers gasping in awe at the beautiful 
servers. 

Some of them were relatively young customers who were trying to 
get to know them by striking up a conversation, but the waitresses 
treated them like they were nothing. 


“You're so cute, Miss.” 


Of course, the man was trying to call out to Mahiru, but she simply 
thanked him with a modest smile and continued to serve other 
customers. 

Not wanting to let the conversation advance, Mahiru continued to 
cut off the man trying to seduce her, repeatedly asking, “Are you ready 
to order?” 


Such indifference in her treatment seemed to point out to the 
customer that he was just that—a customer. 


“Pve already decided what to order, but more importantly, 
you're...” 


“If you’ve decided, please tell me your order.” 
“Umm, if you don’t mind, after this...” 


“My apologies, we do not offer that kind of service at our café. If 
you’re ready to place your order, be sure to tell me.” 


The customer was about to ask her once more, but Mahiru gave him 
a textbook professional smile. Evidently, the male customer had noticed 
the surrounding staff members staring at him coldly, and calmed down 
obediently before finally placing his order, although dejectedly. 

Seeing such a scene occur several times, even Amane couldn’t help 
but form an awkward smile. 


(...It feels like everyone’s being overprotective, not just me) 
He could sense that nobody in his class would allow any harm to 
come to Mahiru. It was a known fact that his classmates adored Mahiru, 


but Amane wasn’t expecting for them all to be so considerate of her. 


“I know you're worried, but we’re worried too, so don’t overexert 
yourself.” 


Yuuta wore a wry smile as he walked up to Amane, giving him a 
surprise. As it were, Yuuta was often approached by female customers, 
but he was often seen dodging them in a well-experienced manner. 

“I know you don’t feel like it when you have such a popular 
girlfriend, but Fujimiya, you can’t just keep on worrying about Shiina- 
san. We’ll keep an eye out when we can.” 


“Kadowaki...” 


Grasping the kindness and concern of his classmates, especially 
Kadowaki, Amane’s heart began to spread with warmth. 


“Well, we don’t want to see a friend get hurt, or rather... we don’t 
want them to get in the way of our healing.” 


“Healing?” 


“Don’t disturb this sweet-and-sour atmosphere, or their 
relationship,’ That seems to be the consensus of our class.” 


“Sorry, I don’t get what you mean.” 


Baffled, Amane thought, ‘What the hell is he talking about?’ Yuuta, 
who had spouted a line that made no sense to him, temporarily lost his 
composure and cleared his throat in amusement. 


“Anyway, I think it’s fine to just say that Shiina-san is dearly loved. 
Consider it proof that the class is looking at you two favorably as a 
couple.” 


“You mean we’re constantly being observed.” 


“No, well actually, when you two flirt so naturally like that all the 
time, you can’t blame us.” 


“Were not flirting.” 
“No, no, no, no, no.” 


Conversely, Amane pursed his lips as if asking what he was talking 
about. 

He couldn’t recently recall a time he was actively flirting. 

He didn’t remember so, but since he often touched Mahiru 
inadvertently, he could have created that kind of atmosphere without 
realizing it. 


(I have to be careful...) 


If he wasn’t, Amane would end up doing something bad 
unconsciously. 

Noticing his silence, Yuuta chuckled happily and said, “Well, I guess 
it’s fine as long as you’re happy,” which made Amane embarrassed, so 
he pursed his lips with even more strength. 
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“Amane-kun.” 


As Amane entered the back room, Mahiru’s eyes sparkled as she 
trudged up to him. Different from her business smile, she was now 
smiling from the bottom of her heart and greeted him with an 
expression she only allowed him to see. 


“Are you not tired?” 

“Tm fine. Everyone’s so worried about me... I was surprised to see 
everyone give intimidating smiles to the customer who brought a 
camera.” 

“Uh-huh. Well, we clarified many times that no pictures were 
allowed, and we told them verbally beforehand, but if they just ignore 
you, it can’t be helped.” 

“Everyone was so full of motivation...” 

“Well, that’s true.” 

Mahiru didn’t seem to notice Amane, who couldn’t say that it was 
because they were all vigorously watching over her, and she let out a 
faint bell-like chuckle. 

He wasn’t sure if she already noticed, or if she was long used to it 
already, but for now, Mahiru seemed to be focused on the café and 
continued glancing in its direction from the back room. 


“There’s a lot more customers than I expected.” 


“It's probably some kind of bandwagon. You know, the kind of 
thing that makes you want to join the queue.” 


“Perhaps. Of course, that’s part of it...” 


At that very moment, her eyes shifted to Amane. 


“ ... believe many are visiting in hopes of seeing a certain person. 
When I heard their conversations outside, there were voices that seemed 
to imply so.” 


“True, there seems to be a lot of students coming in to see you...” 


“.,.Amane-kun, after the cultural festival ends, I have a lot of things 
to talk to you about.” 


“Huh? What things?” 
“A lot of things.” 


As if hiding something from him, Mahiru furrowed her brows as if 
dissatisfied, and Amane looked into her eyes, impatiently wondering if 
he’d accidentally done something he shouldn’t have, but Mahiru 
suddenly averted her eyes. However, it seemed to stem from 
embarrassment rather than an appeal of anger. Her cheeks grew slightly 
crimson. 


“ ..Your outfit is so unfair.” 


“Yes yes... You’ll get used to it soon. You’ve seen as much as you 
can during our practice, no?” 


“Its not possible. The way you look at other people and the way 
you look at me is so different.” 


“Itd be a problem if it was the same...” 


It should be natural that his gaze towards other people would be 
different than that of his lover. No matter how cute the female 
customers are, the way Amane would look at them would remain the 
same. 

To begin with, Amane didn’t feel like he would ever find someone 
cuter than even Mahiru. He considered all of her expressions, her 


bashfulness, and her sulkiness, to be all part of her cuteness, and he 
believed her to be the most charming girl he had ever laid eyes on. 


“You just don’t understand, Amane-kun... I won’t let you be taken 
by anyone else even if they understand your charms now.” 


Amane suddenly tilted his head in confusion at the sudden change 
of topic from Mahiru, but she didn’t say anything more, and simply 
pounded at his chest, seemingly ridding herself of her frustrations. 


$1 %.% 


What worried Amane the most about Mahiru serving as a waitress 
wasn’t her tendency to attract the attention of others. 

Nor was it the appearance of people who wanted to interact with 
her due to her incredible and captivating beauty. 

What worried Amane the most was the possibility of someone 
enforcing one of humanity’s three greatest desires upon her. 

It was just past noon when it happened, a mere ten minutes before 
the end of their shift. 
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There was a certain male customer who’d been following female 
members of staff since he’d entered the café, however, it wasn’t too 
unusual a sight as their store had a variety of beautiful waitresses. 

Nevertheless, Amane had a hunch that he had to keep his guard up, 
as he noticed the customer beginning to ogle and eye up the other staff 
members. 

As Amane finished bringing over an ordered meal and was about to 
head back with the empty tray... he saw the man reach his hand out 
toward Mahiru. 

As the one serving him, Mahiru had brought over his order and was 


about to return. With her back facing the customer, it happened at that 
moment, and naturally, Mahiru was unable to see the situation 
occurring behind her. 

The man reached out towards her skirt-clad hips and extended his 
hand, before changing course towards her buttocks. Amane stepped 
forward. 

Since Amane was nearby, and the man’s movements were rather 
sluggish, he was able to intervene in time. 


“Dear customer, please refrain from carelessly touching our staff.” 


Amane, who had slipped a tray between Mahiru and the man’s palm 
before he was able to make contact, pretended to be friendly, and 
quietly spoke out in words of warning. 

On the surface, he remained calm, but on the inside, he was rather 
vexed at his cute girlfriend being hit on in a dramatic manner, and since 
it was airing on the edge of sexual harassment, Amane’s anger flared up 
even more. 

Mahiru, hearing the contents and tone of his voice, seemed to have 
sensed what was about to happen and took a step back, her cheeks 
quivering. 

Amane leaned his body to the side to protect her and mustered up 
as gentle a smile as he could. 

Before he realized it, silence lingered within the café, he could 
sense many stares gathering on him, but his vexation was so strong that 
he didn’t care. 

However, at the same time, he was rational. 

The customer had failed, it was merely an attempt. He likely had 
many excuses at his disposal that he could use to eliminate suspicion. 

The people around him had likely noticed what happened as they 
were staring at the man’s palms, but not one of them had acted on their 
suspicions just yet. If the customer were to call it a coincidence, Amane 
wouldn’t be able to press the issue any further. 

However, there was one thing Amane realized. Something he 
couldn’t escape from, even if he tried to feign innocence in his 
attempted harassment. 


“One thing, dear customer. May I ask the location of your school 
permit?” 


The sudden change of topic caused the man’s eyes to widen. 


“Let me ask you. How did you enter our school? It seems you are 
not wearing your wristband, proof of your entrance permit.” 


Within the school building, it was intended for visitors to wear a 
wristband that was properly disposable, yet still durable, as proof of 
their invitation. 

Due to the many dangerous incidents and thefts reported in recent 
years during the length of the cultural festival, where visitors frequently 
entered and exited the campus, visitors of the general public were 
required to wear the wristband. Students of the school were not privy to 
the same rules, but instead had a colored nameplate to wear, the colors 
of which were used to differentiate between the student’s year. 

The school had also prepared areas for the students, restricted to 
outside visitors, to prevent the public from entering where they 
shouldn’t. 

As soon as Amane pointed it out, the man promptly replied, ‘I-It’s 
because it got wet and tore apart...’ and Amane sniggered. 


“How bizarre. I do remember it was made to be waterproof. As per 
the pamphlet disclosed, you could have it reissued at the front office 
should anything have happened to the wristband. Just to make sure, 
who are the students who applied for your entry permit? I’m sure you 
have no problem answering that, right?” 

“Th-that’s...” 


“This is out of the question.” 


Readying his smile, Amane looked across at the other staff members 
who were observing the situation. 


“Tm sorry, but could somebody call for a member of the student 


council or a teacher? It would be bad to allow an outsider who wasn’t 
invited to keep loitering around.” 


“Tve already contacted somebody. The homeroom teacher on patrol 
is heading over.” 


“Great work.” 


Hearing Kadowaki’s swift reply caused Amane to let out a sigh of 
relief. He shrugged his shoulders, stiffened his attitude, and smiled at 
the man who had attempted to molest her. 

Needless to say, his eyes were not smiling. 


“Excuse me, dear customer. If you would allow me to elaborate, the 
problem does not lie in your actions, but in the unauthorized entry into 
our school building. My apologies, but you can list your excuses to those 
stationed in the front office.” 


After indifferently informing the man of their course of action, the 
homeroom teacher that was called approached the man, so Amane took 
Mahiru by the hand and exhaled silently. 

The likely outcome is that he would be forced to leave the premises 
as the school would also be notified of his failed molest attempt. Amane 
couldn’t help but be stunned thinking back to how the man wasn’t even 
familiar with the visitor application system used for the festival. 

It held records of all the visitors invited by each student using the 
application forms they were handed out beforehand, and only those 
listed who had a clear identity would be allowed to enter. If they let 
their guard down for even a moment, they would be able to identify the 
suspicious individual, and the student who invited them would be 
lightly punished. Due to this, there weren’t many students that intended 
to misuse their invitations. 

Even so, flirting fell into a gray area in terms of rules, and unless 
they were overly persistent or dramatic, it was unlikely that they would 
receive a harsh punishment. 

Amane remained curious as to how the man was able to enter but 
placed his faith in the front office’s ability to extract information. The 


following year, at the earliest, Amane predicted that showing their 
wristband as proof of invitation would be mandatory before entering a 
class. 

The man was trying to say something, but Amane wanted nothing 
to do with it, and promptly ignored him. 

After confirming that the customer had left the classroom, escorted 
by the homeroom teacher, he turned to face the remaining guests 
looking his way and smiled as if nothing had occurred. 


“My dearest apologies for the disturbance. Please continue to enjoy 
your tea.” 


Amane bowed gracefully, and the rest of the staff followed suit, 
establishing an atmosphere in the room that marked the end of the 
commotion. 

Having confirmed that the conversations had started to pick up 
once more, Amane silently took Mahiru’s hand and escorted her to the 
side. 


“Huh? A-Amane-kun?” 


“We'll be changing shifts soon, so go take a break first. If you wait a 
little bit, PIl go get changed with you shortly.” 


He glanced at his classmates, seeking confirmation, and decided it 
wouldn’t be a problem as they gestured for him to go with their hands. 
He lowered his head gently and brought Mahiru into the back, where he 
prepared a chair for her to sit on. 

He caressed Mahiru’s head, who seemed a little flustered as if the 
shock hadn’t subsided yet, and Amane once again set out for the front, 
thinking that even though they were on the verge of swapping shifts, it 
wouldn’t do for them both to skip out on work. 
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Since it was the end of his shift, Amane headed back into the back 
room and found Mahiru sitting on her chair, waiting for him. She was 
also holding a paper cup full of coffee, likely given to her by a classmate 
as a way to help her calm down. 

When she noticed that Amane had returned, her gaze softened, 
evidently relieved, and Amane’s expression relaxed in the same way. 


“Welcome back.” 

“Tm back. Have you calmed down?” 

“_,.It’s not really something you need to worry about.” 
“It’s normal for me to worry about you.” 


At the time, Amane felt like Mahiru was slightly distraught, and 
escorted her there, but he didn’t think that his decision was wrong. 

He patted Mahiru’s head once more, and she looked a little 
dissatisfied. She lowered her eyes in embarrassment as she sipped at her 
coffee. 

After making sure her cup was empty, Amane placed his own 
hoodie on Mahirw’s lap. 

Their school was always air-conditioned to a suitable temperature, 
but as it was fall, it was getting colder and colder as the days went by, 
and many students carried coats about on them. Amane was one of 
those students but brought it for Mahiru to wear instead. 


“Here, put this over your outfit. You'll stand out even more if you 
walk around dressed like that.” 


If she were to walk around dressed as a maid, she was bound to 
attract attention. And besides that, outside of their café, pictures were 
allowed to be taken, so Amane had prepared it in advance so as to not 
cause any unnecessary uproar. 

Thanks to the difference in height between Amane and Mahiru, his 
hoodie would cover her all the way down to her thighs, so she wouldn’t 
stand out as much as long as she took off her apron. Even with that, 


though, it was only natural for Mahiru to stand out thanks to her 
graceful appearance. 

She obediently removed her apron and fit herself into Amane’s 
hoodie, zipping it up. She appeared to be in a better mood than she was 
moments before. 

Mahiru rolled up the extra-long sleeves and brought her nose 
toward it, breathed in, and beamed—Amane wished she wouldn’t do 
such a thing. Her smile was bad for his heart. 

Itsuki, nearby and about to tackle the afternoon shift, adjusted his 
necktie and smirked at him, seemingly noticing what happened. Amane 
frowned in response, which caused him to smirk even more. 

Amane’s face looked even more annoyed as he felt like he was on 
the losing side, but he reluctantly accepted their looks after seeing the 
flutter in Mahiru’s eyes. Not wanting to withstand it much longer, 
Amane pulled out his uniform from his bag in his locker and placed his 
jacket and waistcoat inside after taking it off. With this, he was sure not 
to stand out when walking down the hallways. 

Mahiru realized his intentions to get changed, and stood up, putting 
her apron in her own locker before grabbing her uniform. 


“Well, we’re switching out. I’ll leave the rest to you.” 

“Alright, man. Let loose and flirt to your heart’s content.” 

“Shut up. Don’t go around flirting in the café.” 

Amane frowned once more at his light reply, but feeling the warmth 


of Mahiru’s hand, he couldn’t bring himself to grimace much longer and 
left the classroom with an indescribable look on his face. 
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Stepping out into the hallway, they noticed that the tension was 
higher than usual. The excitement was palpable. Although the visitors 
had to be invited through applications, there were still a large number 


of guests roaming around, so it was a natural outcome, but seeing the 
usually hushed hallway so bustling was rather unsettling for him. 


“Look at all the people.” 
“Seems like there are more guests than usual.” 


“Well, that’s all there is to it, then. Someone suspicious could easily 
slip in under the receptionist’s radar and enter.” 


Their school’s cultural festival was on a much larger scale than the 
norm. That was bound to be the reason for the large number of outsiders 
looking to experience what the students had to offer. 

Mahiru lowered her head in response to ‘someone suspicious,’ and 
Amane moderately strengthened his hand’s grip. 


“’..Are you okay?” 
“Ah, y-yes. I was surprised, but it was merely an attempt.” 


Mahiru shook her head side-to-side in a panic after realizing 
Amane’s worries. However, Amane knew that if she was really fine, she 
wouldn’t have such a look on her face. 


“Tm sorry, I should have watched out more.” 


“You’re busy too, Amane-kun. It’s all because I let my guard down 
in the first place...” 


“Whether you let your guard down or not, there will always be guys 
like that. That’s why we should’ve been careful and deterred it from 
even happening.” 


There were some things that couldn’t be prevented, no matter how 
careful one was. Molesting was something hard to catch, and hard to 
prove, there was little one could do to prevent it entirely. Mahiru 
seemed to be blaming her own carelessness as the primary reason, but 


there was nothing for Mahiru to blame herself over. It was something 
that could happen to anyone without warning. 


“You’re not to blame, Mahiru. They’re the ones at fault, thinking 
that it’s acceptable for them to impose their lust and desires on a girl 
simply because they’re attractive. Everyone deserves and should be 
treated with respect, regardless of gender or physical appearance.” 


“Yes.” 
“So please don’t act like you’re at fault.” 


Amane softly whispered to her, and Mahiru lowered her eyes before 
leaning her body against his arms. 


“...You don’t touch me often, Amane-kun, but I only wish to be 
touched by you. You alone.” 


Mahiru’s voice trembled as she whispered softly. Amane gripped 
her hand tighter to lift her spirits. 

The surrounding stares were burning through him as they strolled 
around, but since everyone in the school knew about his relationship 
with the Angel, it was already too late. It wasn’t pleasant for him to be 
seen in such a state, but he was slowly getting accustomed to it 
nonetheless. 


“Not often? I don’t remember ever touching you in a weird way.” 


“Sometimes when I come to wake you up, you sprawl over me half- 
asleep.” 


“Could you please call out to me right there and then? You’re 
making me sound like a pervert.” 


The sudden and shocking revelation made him instinctively look at 
Mahiru, discerning that she was beginning to regain her vitality, her 
face looking full of life. Mahiru wore a mischievous smile as he turned 


toward her. 


“Pm your girlfriend, I don’t think touching my body makes you a 
pervert.” 


“Even so...” 

“T don’t mind.” 

“Don’t be too soft on me, now. I'll definitely end up touching you.” 
“Don’t you want to touch me?” 


“I mean, I’m a guy too, so I want to touch you in various ways, but 
it’s still too early just yet.” 


Of course, he had a desire to touch her, but Amane knew that a 
man’s reason was fragile, so he vowed not to touch her more than 
necessary. 

He was well aware that Mahiru herself didn’t mind. 

She preferred to be touched by Amane. She often mentioned how it 
was comfortable to share their body heat, and how she would be thrilled 
when he touched her. 

However, because he knew how quickly the situation could escalate 
if he went too far, Amane had to restrain himself, this was especially 
true if he touched her as much as he pleased. 

Turning away, either understanding or brushing aside Amane’s 
thoughts, she giggled away and snuggled up to him tightly. 


“Tt’s not that I dislike it, please understand.” 

“...I know that well.” 

He knew he was allowed since Mahiru loved him, but hearing her 
say it so clearly was bad for his heart. 


‘TU touch her all I want when I can take responsibility,’ Amane quietly 
thought as he caressed Mahiru’s palm, as she was smiling cheerfully at 


his side. 


Chapter |0 


She and the 


Amane and Mahiru had changed into their school uniforms and put 
their costumes in their lockers, and were going around the school for the 
time being to explore the festival. 

It was a little past lunchtime, but there were still a large number of 
food and refreshment stalls open for business. The students’ shifts were 
usually swapped around this time, so the number of customers may be 
increasing. 

The pair were tired from their unfamiliar roles in customer service 
and were now hungry, so they wandered around the school to try and 
find a suitable spot to eat, but... Mahiru was standing out. 

He heard a few voices here and there saying, “It’s that maid,” so he 
assumed that his class’ sales were a thriving success—there were a lot of 
customers that arrived. 

From Amane’s point of view, it wasn’t very comfortable, but since 
Mahiru had given up or was already used to it, Amane didn’t worry 
about it too much. 


“What do you fancy eating, Mahiru?” 
“Yes, I would like something I don’t usually have.” 
“Hmm, even if you say that... maybe yakisoba or takoyaki?” 


It wasn’t that she didn’t make yakisoba, but Mahiru wasn’t partial 


to its traditional strong flavor, and usually focused more on the saltiness 
or made it with red bean paste. And as for takoyaki, they didn’t have the 
right equipment to cook it to begin with. 

He didn’t eat out much, so he didn’t know much about the foods 
regularly sold at fairs. 

Since he rarely ate it, he took the chance to walk toward a class 
selling yakisoba with sauce, but heard a familiar voice coming from the 
stairs along the way. 

It was in the direction of the stairs that led to the school roof, which 
Amane thought was kept closed, but once he climbed the stairs and 
looked at the landing... sat there was a classmate he’d recently started 
talking to. 


“Huh? Fujimiya-kun and Shiina-san?” 


Amane blinked at the sight of Ayaka calling his name in a puzzled 
voice. 

There weren’t many places to sit at school, so he wasn’t surprised at 
her location, but... he was more curious about the position she sat in. 

Next to her was a male student with his mouth full of yakisoba, and 
Ayaka was sidling up to him and putting her hand under his chin. He 
could see him spilling his yakisoba. 


“ ,.What are you doing here?” 


“Eh? Exactly how it looks. We’re having lunch, lunch. Look, 
Socchan, it’s the Fujimiya-kun I mentioned before.” 


“Nm 2) 


The male student looked at Amane with a muffled groan and gulped 
at his yakisoba, looking like he hadn’t chewed properly before 
swallowing. However... perhaps an effect of rushing himself, his 
expression clouded and he started pounding his chest. 

Ayaka must have expected this, saying, “You have to chew properly,” 
and handed him a bottle of tea. 

After he drank about a third of the bottle, Ayaka wiped his mouth 


with a wet tissue as the piece of food was dislodged from his throat, and 
the student showed a relieved expression. Since he was eating yakisoba, 
the tissue was stained with sauce. 

The male student being taken care of looked dissatisfied, 
murmuring, “Could you not treat me like a child?” Ayaka began to smile 
and wiped his mouth even more. The student didn’t refuse despite his 
annoyance, likely a testament to their mutual trust. 


“Umm, is this your boyfriend, Kido?” 


“Y-You’re right. He’s my childhood friend and boyfriend. Here, 
Socchan, introduce yourself.” 


“So you thought I wouldn’t do anything unless urged on like a 
child...?” 


“You’re shy, Socchan. Come on, they’re not bad people.” 


“T don’t think you would introduce me to bad people in the first 
place. ...I’m Kayano Souji.” 


Souji politely bowed, and Ayaka tried to pat his head and praise 
him with a “Well done,” but he smoothly brushed her away. 

Impressed by Ayaka’s strong mental fortitude, Amane couldn’t help 
but stare at Souji. Perhaps this was their usual dynamic. 

All he’d heard from Ayaka was that he had amazing muscles, so 
Amane was expecting him to have a more muscular physique... He 
could tell that Souji was taller than himself, but he couldn’t notice the 
presence of muscles beneath his uniform. In fact, Hiiragi Kazuya 
appeared to have the better physique between them. 

Amane observed them without speaking a word, trying not to be 
rude, but Ayaka seemed to understand what he was thinking and smiled 
teasingly. 


“Socchan’s the type to look amazing when he strips.” 


“T-it’d be amazing if he stripped...” 


“That’s right, Shiina-san. My boyfriend’s amazing. Ehehe.” 


Ayaka grinned. Amane thought it was best not to let Mahiru hear 
any more, but it was Souji himself who cut her off. 


“Stop bragging about that. It’s embarrassing... Hey, what did you 
say when I wasn’t around? Did you brag about my muscles again?” 


““My boyfriend has amazing muscles,’ I said.” 


“I wish you wouldn’t brag about them... it’s not something you 
should boast about.” 


“That’s not true! You’re the best in the world for me!” 


“You were drooling at the bodybuilder special on TV the other day, 
so what are you talking about...?” 


“Th-That’s just a snack to eat from time to time... Socchan’s my 
staple and a luxury dish, so you’re essential! Socchan is special!” 


Ayaka spoke very seriously and clearly, but as far as Amane was 
concerned, she was too curious about the bodybuilder’s nonsense to 
think straight. 


(She liked muscles to that extent... It’s a world I don’t really 
understand) 


Strictly speaking, even Mahiru had a smell fetish, so Amane thought 
that she could get along with Ayaka, in a way. He felt complicated 
hearing them talk about which parts of their boyfriend they fetishized, 
so he wished they would do that while he wasn’t around. 

‘That’s amazing in a lot of ways,’ he thought, and took a step back to 
observe Ayaka with some much needed distance. Souji apparently 
guessed what he was thinking and slapped her on the head ahead of 
time without trying to hide his exasperation. 


“That’s enough. You should stop there.” 

“Tt’s because you said something weird, Socchan.” 
“’..’m sorry about my Ayaka.” 

“Tt’s my fault?!” 


She looked at him with eyes that said he was being unfair, but it 
was likely an extension of their playful flirting. 

Amane could only laugh at Ayaka, who was pouting her lips 
reproachfully and casually stroking his muscles with a “You little...” 


Souji didn’t feel bad, either—or rather, he let her do as she pleased, 
as he usually did—and bowed his head in Amane’s direction, the latter 
unable to do anything but scratch his head. 

As for Mahiru, she was silent, as if she’d been thinking about 
something, but for some reason, she suddenly stuck close and started 
touching Amane’s stomach. 


“’..You’d be amazing if you took it off too, Amane-kun.” 


“You don’t have to compete with her, and I don’t have that much 
muscle, it’s getting hard for me to put more on.” 


“This is plenty for me.” 


Her cheeks flushed as she touched Amane, and a bitter smile 
naturally came over his face, wondering how it had come to this. 


“By the way, have you two eaten yet?” 


As he soothed Mahiru, Ayaka suddenly murmured as if 
remembering something. 

Since they had the same shift, their shift ended at the same time as 
Ayaka’s. However, it seemed she had quickly gotten ready and left as 


her boyfriend was waiting for her. Even her classmates on the same shift 
were unlikely to have eaten as early as her. 


“No, we’re just about to go buy some yakisoba.” 
“Ah, yakisoba? This is good. Socchan’s class is making it.” 


“Socchan ate most of it, though,” said Ayaka, who was smiling, and 
Souji countered with, “You were the one who forced me to eat so 
much.” 


“I see, I see. Anyway, so you two want yakisoba. In that case, Pl 
give you this.” 


Laughing, she handed Mahiru a ticket with the words “100¥ 
Yakisoba Discount” written on it for some reason. 


“Its a special ticket for relatives. Socchan said I could give it to 
someone else I’m close to. ...Is that okay?” 


“If you want to give it, Ayaka, you can give it to them. It won’t 
change the fact that it’ll sell.” 


“Yay! 2) 


Ayaka smiled and handed them two sheets’ worth of discounts. 
Amane was both grateful and apologetic. When he looked at her face, he 
saw that her cheeks were relaxed. 


“Ah, don’t worry about it. We’ll get tired of yakisoba after this, so 
we won't be using it anymore. Besides, I feel like having some sausages 
right now.” 


“I need more protein than carbohydrates right now,” Ayaka said 
while smiling. Amane was sure that sausages would have a lot more fat 
between the two, but didn’t dare say it out loud and gave her honest 
words of appreciation instead. 


“Thank you very much, Kido-san. Pll thank you someday.” 


“Its nothing. I didn’t do it for something in return... Ah yeah, 
Shiina-san, Shiina-san.” 


“Y-yes?” 

“How much muscle does he have, your Fujimiya-kun?” 

‘What is this girl saying with such a serious look?’ Amane thought as 
much and couldn’t help but feel exasperated, but as for Mahiru, the one 
being asked, she blinked repeatedly before starting to panic for some 
reason. 


“N-No, Amane-kun is mine!” 


“Oh, how adorable you are. Don’t worry, Socchan is the best for me. 
I was just curious.” 


“Are you setting your eyes on others now?” 

“Th-That’s not true! Trust me, Socchan!” 

Caught up in the moment, Ayaka waved her hand, but Souji puffed 
out his cheeks in an easy-to-understand manner, and she apparently 
realized he was half joking. 

“Socchan, you dummy,” Ayaka murmured in a sweet voice, before 
turning to Mahiru, who was still a little wary of her intentions. “That’s 
not it. He’s got good material... Pd like to help him raise it as it is... Itd 
be a waste, wouldn’t it? Fujimiya-kun is tall and slender, so it’d look 
good if he built some more muscle.” 


“...1 don’t want him to get any cooler. It is troubling.” 


“Ah. Fujimiya-kun was working hard for the event, after all. His 


popularity might skyrocket.” 


“I get it,” Ayaka nodded at her with a knowing look, to which 
Mahiru pouted her lips. 

Amane wasn’t sure whether he should be pleased that Mahiru had 
been able to open up a little to Ayaka, or whether he should comment 
on Mahiru’s strange reason for jealousy. He thought her worries were 
unfounded. 

Becoming as popular as Mahiru wouldn’t happen for Amane. If a 
girl were to confront him after he started dressing well all the time, they 
would’ve had plenty of chances already. Of course, even if they did, 
there was no way for them to open up his heart. 

There were plenty of people around with a better face than him, 
and he didn’t believe that he was as handsome as Mahiru thought he 
was. 

Despite this, Mahiru looked worried, so Amane smiled awkwardly 
and stroked her head. 


“Tm only interested in you, Mahiru. Even if there’s a girl who does 
fancy me, she’ll be unfavorable the moment she tries to tear us apart, so 
don’t worry.” 


“Even so, it is worrisome.” 


“Well, I do feel the same way. Either way, you don’t have to worry 
so much, Mahiru.” 


“...1 feel like you don’t understand...” 
He tried to reassure her, but for some reason, Mahiru frowned in 


dissatisfaction once more, and when he was bewildered, Ayaka smiled 
teasingly and said, “You must have it rough, Shiina-san.” 
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Amane and Mahiru, who had gratefully received discount coupons 
from Ayaka and Souji and split them between them, immediately bought 
the yakisoba and decided to eat it in the backyard. 

There was no vacancy in the rest area that was set up, and they 
couldn’t stay in the waiting room with all the equipment, so they 
instead came to the backyard, which seemed like it would be free by 
process of elimination. 

Since outsiders couldn’t enter the back of the backyard, there were 
a few students there, but there were still places to sit. 

Amane laid out a towel where Mahiru was sitting and sat down on 
a bench in a tree’s shadow, then leaned against the backrest 
wholeheartedly. 


“Everything’s so lively. I can’t calm down.” 
“Fufu, you do prefer quiet environments after all, Amane-kun.” 


“Also, I don’t like it when everyone stares at you, Mahiru. It’s like 
they’re rubbing salt on my wound.” 


“I don’t believe that is the case, but...” 
“My mind’s all worn down.” 


There was nothing he could do about it, so he put up with it, but he 
couldn’t just brush it aside. Mahiru was in her uniform, so their gazes 
were less intense than when she was a maid, but beautiful girls would 
inevitably attract attention despite that. 

The girl in question had given up, and she seemed to be used to it, 
so Amane couldn’t say much, and only mumbled slightly. 

Mahiru seemed to understand that, too, as she patted his head with 
a troubled smile, and Amane accepted it and sighed softly. 


“Pm sure even more people will come tomorrow. No doubt we’ll 
have some kind of reputation among the customers, and we’ll be 
working in the afternoon.” 


“Well, once we endure tomorrow, it will be over... Speaking of 
which, where are Shihoko-san and Shuuto-san?” 


Amane scratched his cheek and shrugged at Mahiru, who seemed to 
find it strange that his parents, who had been so enthusiastic about 
coming to see her and Amane in their serving outfits, were nowhere to 
be seen. 


“They'll be here tomorrow. And since they’re taking a break, 
they’ve booked to stay at a hotel. About a two-day stay.” 


“Really?!” 
“Why do you look so happy?” 


“I had promised Shuuto-san that he would teach me the taste of 
motherly cooking, so I thought the opportunity had come rather 
quickly.” 


“So he’s a man with a motherly taste... Well, if anything, I’m more 
familiar with my Dad’s cooking.” 


Both Shihoko and Shuuto had decided on their turn for cooking 
based on date and time, so Amane was familiar with the flavors of both 
his Mom’s and Dad’s cooking. However, Shihoko’s cooking was mainly 
focused on seasonings, quantity, and was tailored more towards a man’s 
taste, so while it was no different from home cooking, it didn’t give off 
that feeling completely. 

Shuuto was better at cooking and had a delicate but comforting 
taste, so if he had to describe the taste of his family, it probably had to 
be Shuuto’s. 

It’s just that Mahiru herself was so skilled at cooking that there was 
little need for her to learn from his father... but the fact that she was 
trying to learn how to cater to the Fujimiya family’s way seemed to be 
of importance, and she herself was rather enthusiastic about it. 


“Tt’s not like I’m dissatisfied with your taste, Mahiru.” 


“That’s that, and this is this. I would like to make it for you should 
you ever want it.” 


“That’s the thing... As far as I’m concerned, the taste of your food is 
the taste of our family’s. So, you don’t have to force yourself to learn it.” 


“ ,.When you let your guard down, you always say something like 
that!” 


Eventually, or rather, Mahiru already had custody over Amane’s 
stomach and subjected it to such delicious food day after day, so there 
was no doubt in his mind that Mahiru’s cooking was the taste of his 
family’s. It was a taste unique to the both of them, different from the 
Fujimiya’s. 

Mahiru’s cheeks blushed furiously at Amane’s words, and now with 
a cherry blossom-like appearance, Mahiru prodded her wet towel 
against his cheeks, wanting him to become the same color. 

He caressed her hair to soothe her as he secured the nearly-falling 
yakisoba on his lap. 

As she had styled her hair into braids in the morning, her somewhat 
wavy, flowing hair caught against the wind, and even her cheeks were 
puffed out. 


“',.Are you still thinking you can fool me with headpats, Amane- 
kun?” 


“Not really, but I know you'll be pleased.” 
“That part of you is unfair.” 
He smiled quietly at Mahiru, who was pretending to act cold but 


was ruined by the redness of her cheeks, and this time he stroked her 
hair softly. 


After lunch, Amane and Mahiru resumed their school tour, but after 
being showered with voices and gazes no matter where they went, 
Mahiru seemed a little fatigued. 

Part of the reason they were getting attention was because they 
were holding hands so they wouldn’t get separated, but she didn’t seem 
to want to let go. Mahiru’s fingers, which were tenderly yet firmly 
wrapped around Amane’s, insisted on not letting him go. 

When he looked at Mahiru after being jeered at by a first-year 
student passing by, she gave a neat, lady-like smile and leaned in closer 
to him, so she probably didn’t intend to leave. In fact, she seemed to be 
determined to stay close. 


(...1 don’t really mind, but I think all the students know that we’re 
dating) 


Most likely, the students of this school knew that Mahiru had 
started dating Amane—she’d openly spoken about him being her 
important person at the sports festival and declared that they’d started 
dating once the following week began. 

Mahiru was famous not only among her classmates but also among 
her seniors and juniors too, which seemed to have caused it to spread 
even further, but at that time, the boys’ disappointment was palpable 
and they were dejected. Amane had even been approached by an 
unfamiliar upperclassman without Mahiru around. 

Afterward, Mahiru, who had come running after being told by a 
classmate, finished the student off with a smile. 

Since they had still been dating after overcoming that, he didn’t 
think there were still any boys so naive to believe that they had a 
chance to interrupt their relationship. Even if he didn’t confront them 
directly and insist so, just walking alongside Mahiru was enough to 
convey the message. 

However, it seemed Mahiru had a plan up her sleeve, and she 
wouldn’t leave Amane’s side. Even after parting ways with a classmate, 
she remained modestly huddled together. 


“Did something happen?” 

“You look so stunning, Amane-kun.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Your hairstyle, and your atmosphere.” 

“Well, the hairstyle is the one I used for the café.” 
“That’s what I mean.” 

“T don’t really get it...” 


If a change in his hairstyle was all it took for him to be popular, it 
would’ve happened when he started dating Mahiru, and there wasn’t 
much reason for her to insist on sticking close to him. Of course, in 
reality, Amane was very happy that she was clinging to him so 
intimately, but on the other hand, he couldn’t help but savor the 
sensation pressed up against his arm, so he wished for her to pull away 
a little at times. 

Amane let her do as she pleased, however, as Mahiru herself 
seemed intent on doing it. It couldn’t be said that he wasn’t at least 
somewhat restless, though. 

In part because of Mahiru, he was getting used to the attention. 
Amane averted his eyes from the reality before him as he slowly walked 
through the school. 

He was checking the distributed pamphlet for the events each class 
was hosting, but Mahiru was plainly leading the way—or rather, guiding 
him—and beyond him stood a haunted house. 


(I didn’t think Mahiru was good with horror, though...) 


They happened to watch a horror show one time, yet Mahiru had 
taken his hand with a pale face, and she was putting on a brave face at 
the time. Her words and her expression told completely different stories, 
so horror was likely to be out of her comfort zone. 


However, the haunted house here was hosted by students, and 
lacked the budget compared to the horror depicted on TV, so perhaps 
she decided it wouldn’t be a problem. 


“Do you really want to go to the haunted house that badly?” 
“Eh?” 


Mahiru suddenly stopped and timidly looked up at Amane, as if she 
hadn’t thought about it at all. She was probably planning to walk 
around randomly, so she hadn’t thought that far ahead. 

Her eyes darted around, her expression changing as awkwardly as a 
broken machine. Evidently, Mahiru wasn’t thinking of entering the 
haunted house. 


“Th-That wasn’t my intention.” 


“T thought you wanted to go. Well, Mahiru’s not good with horror, 
so that’s impossible.” 


“ ..That’s not true.” 


“Look me in the eyes and say it. You’re averting your eyes like 
crazy.” 


Mahiru, who was trying to hide her weaknesses from him, flurried 
to cover it up, but her expression and attitude were giving it away. 
Amane wasn’t naive enough to believe her when she was so obviously 
flustered. 


(I don’t think it’s embarrassing to say you don’t like scary things) 


If anything, he thought it was adorable, but she didn’t seem to think 
the same. 

Mahiru looked up at Amane with a slightly dissatisfied look in her 
eyes, likely realizing that he found it endearing. Her eyes remained 
slightly moist, yet her stare wasn’t intense. The prior shock had yet to 
fade away from her mind. 


“I won't be scared. Let’s go to the haunted house.” 

“So you say? Then let’s watch a horror movie together sometime.” 
“...Th-That’s exactly what I want.” 

“Your voice is trembling like crazy.” 


He’d said it as a joke, but Mahiru doubled down and put on airs in a 
stubborn stunt of vanity, which troubled Amane. 


“Are you sure you want to act tough? I don’t care if you can’t sleep 
alone.” 


“I am not doing so, and if anything happens... Pll have you take 
responsibility.” 


“Flesh and blood can be scarier than ghosts.” 


“You’re not so scary, Amane-kun. We’ve slept together so many 
times before, after all.” 


Mahiru leaned in close to his arm and looked up at him, so he 
gently covered her mouth with his finger and sighed softly. 

It was true that Mahiru had dozed off and stayed the night before 
they started dating, and they did sleep together back at home during 
summer vacation. In that way, they had slept together a number of 


times. 

However, that was a misleading choice of words. The students 
around them began to murmur slightly. As someone who hadn’t yet 
entered into that kind of relationship, he felt complicated for being 
misunderstood for it. 


“ ..That sounds like an invitation.” 


“Please don’t get the wrong idea. You’re the one who invited me in 
the first place.” 


“I had no ulterior motives. I only want to see you trembling in 
fear.” 


“That too is an ulterior motive.” 


She poked him in the side, so he adjusted his grip on her hand to 
stop her. 

Perhaps she was pleased to be held, as her slightly dissatisfied face 
softened along with it Amane smiled back and pulled Mahiru by the 
hand— 


“,..Um?” 
—lIn the direction of the haunted house, of course. 


“Since we’ve come all this way, I thought we’d give it a go. After 
all, you did say you would enter the haunted house, Mahiru.” 


“I-I did say that, but... Y-You’re so mean...” 


As Mahiru squirmed and stared at him with slightly moist eyes, 
Amane smiled a little and mercilessly pulled her hand back toward the 
haunted house. 

Amane decided not to tell Chitose to protect Mahiru’s honor. That 
being, the fact that she had clung onto his arm the whole time inside the 
haunted house, of course. 
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After leaving the haunted house, Amane was supporting Mahiru, 
who seemed somewhat tired from surprise and fear, as he headed for the 
rest area, but when he suddenly spotted a familiar figure behind him... 
“Ah,” he couldn’t help but let out his surprise in a deep voice. 


“Huh? Itsuki’s father...?” 


Amane called out to his back in a timid tone, since he wasn’t too 
familiar with him, and the man turned around, standing tall as imposing 
as before. 

He had handsome features, but there was no softness or looseness in 
his expression. He was a man of similar age to Shihoko and Shuuto, yet 
he wore an expression akin to a boulder. 

Relieved that he hadn’t made a mistake remembering his face, 
Amane straightened his back again. Mahiru, next to him, looked up at 
him curiously, so he whispered softly, “It’s Itsuki’s dad,” in a way he 
wouldn’t be noticed. 


“Its been a while. It may be hard to tell since I changed my 
hairstyle a little, but Pm Fujimiya.” 


Daiki, Itsuki’s father, took a good look at Amane’s face and his face 
softened a little, his prior expression likely steered people away from 
him. 

“Fujimiya-kun, huh? I didn’t recognize you.” 


“Ahaha. Well, I was pretty gloomy last time.” 


“That wasn’t the meaning I had in mind... I’m glad you’re looking 
so confident now. You don’t have to belittle yourself like that.” 


Itsuki often grumbled at how often his father scolded him, but Daiki 
was rather fond of Amane, and he seemed to take Amane’s change in 
attitude favorably. 

When it came to his son, even Amane had to admit he was 
hardheaded, but other than that, he was calm and sensible, so even 
Amane didn’t find it hard to talk to him, and if anything, he liked their 
conversations. 

Amane was left slightly bashful at Daiki’s honest words of praise, as 
his tone indicated how impressed he was. The man’s gaze shifted to 
Mahiru. 


“What about this young lady?” 
“Ah, umm. She’s the girl I’m dating.” 


Amane couldn’t get a grasp on the social distance between him and 
Daiki, and that was why he ended up introducing her in such a detached 
manner. It was somewhat difficult to interact with your friend’s parents, 
so he had no choice but to do this. 

He could tell that Mahiru’s body stiffened subtly from the 
awkwardness and embarrassment, but she put on an angelic smile and 
bowed her head slightly. 

As far as Mahiru was concerned, he was an unfamiliar man, so she 
gave a response meant for strangers, but given Daiki’s personality, this 
was probably the right choice. 


“Nice to meet you. My name is Shiina Mahiru. As I was introduced, 
I am dating Amane-kun.” 


“How polite you are. My name is Akazawa Daiki, and I am Itsuki’s 
father.” 


Daiki bent his hips politely in Mahiru’s direction, then briefly 
glanced at Amane. He felt like there was some implication behind it that 
he couldn’t put into words, but Amane pretended not to notice and 
smiled back at him. 


“T see... Well, how should I phrase myself? I was unaware that you 
were dating a girl. I’m surprised I didn’t hear anything.” 


“Nothing from Itsuki?” 


“He basically doesn’t talk to me. I assume he doesn’t think there’s 
any need to tell me.” 


“Well, I guess there’s no need to go out of his way to talk about his 
friend’s relationship.” 


He almost sighed, thinking that Itsuki was as awkward as ever with 
his father, but he decided not to let that show. 


“Youre dating Fujimiya-kun... Which means you’re taking care of 
my son’s foolishness as well. I’m always sorry for that.” 


“No, I am the one indebted to Akazawa-san.” 
“You don’t think he has caused you any trouble?” 


“Of course not. He’s kind and considerate, and he’s always helping 
me out. I want to continue to be friends with Akazawa-san as well.” 


Daiki breathed a sigh of admiration as Amane listened to Mahiru’s 
praise. He refrained from commenting that he was prone to meddling 
from time to time. 

“ ,.Fujimiya-kun, lm glad you found a wonderful girl.” 

“Well, my Mahiru’s nothing but a good girl.” 

“P-Please don’t make jokes like that now!” 

Mahiru hadn’t expected him to start praising her in front of his 


friend’s father, and her porcelain cheeks began to plainly flush over in 
an obvious manner. 


Amane gave her a silent smile, and Mahiru lowered her eyes in 
embarrassment and casually jabbed him in the back away from Daiki. 
She didn’t use much strength, so it didn’t hurt him at all and left nothing 
but an itch. On the contrary, it brought a smile to his face instead. 


“Tm glad to see you two are getting along so well, but I feel like I’m 
being shown something very blinding. It’s a moment to be happy about, 
however.” 


“Sorry, Pll be careful. By the way, have you stopped by our class 
already?” 


“No, I had planned to, however... how should I word it... the 
atmosphere made it rather tough to enter.” 


Daiki wasn’t very interested in events like this. He wasn’t the type 
to show any interest in manga or games, so it would be hard for him to 


be hosted by Amane’s class. 


“Of course, I would trouble the students if I went in alone. After all, 
there is the problem of appearance.” 


“In your case, I don’t think it’s how you look, Daiki-san. Would you 
like to join us? We’re in our own class, but I wanted to join as 


customers.” 


“No, I can’t bear to get in your way. Not during your free time as a 
couple, that is. Besides... she’s in the classroom right now, isn’t she?” 


“’..Yeah, that’s right.” 


“I don’t wish to put her on edge or make her awkward once she 
notices me. If she sees me face-to-face right now, it may hit her hard.” 


Amane lowered his eyebrows at Daiki’s troubled smile, but he didn’t 


pursue the matter any further. 

Amane didn’t have much of a good feeling about the relation 
between Chitose and Daiki, but he did know that Daiki didn’t have any 
blatant malice toward her. Amane also knew that he was rejecting 
Chitose because he had his own thoughts on the matter. 

Even though he knew that, as a friend, he wanted to help her 
overcome the problem if possible. 


“Apologies for intruding. I’ll take my leave now.” 
“But...” 


“I don’t desire to ruin the festive mood. You two, do go enjoy 
yourselves.” 


As Daiki left before Amane and the others could stop him, Amane 
sighed softly. 


“..He still won’t accept... Chitose-san?” 


“Yeah. ...This is just how it is, but Daiki-san himself isn’t a bad 
person. It’s a classic case of people who can’t get along with each other. 
I don’t think Itsuki, Chitose, and Daiki-san’s personalities are compatible 
to begin with.” 


Even Amane, who only had a slight interaction with him, could tell 
that Daiki was fundamentally a serious and stubborn person, the type 
that sticks to his methods. 

Itsuki and Chitose, on the other hand, while they aren’t insincere, 
they don’t follow most people’s common sense—they’re flexible people 
who don’t act the way one would initially expect. 

They aren’t the type of people who would adjust themselves greatly 
when forced to, so it was natural that they wouldn’t obediently listen to 
Daiki’s demands. They weren’t compatible. 

But if asked to say whether Daiki was at fault, that wouldn’t be 
strictly true either, since while Daiki’s standards were somewhat high, 
they were still within the realm of common sense. 


“Its just that Daiki-san’s demands are a little too much of a hurdle 
right now. I’m not trying to hurt Chitose out of malice, but... ’m just 
troubled because there’s nothing I can do about it.” 


If Daiki was easily convinced and would acknowledge Chitose, it 
would have long since happened already. 

Amane didn’t think it was thought highly of a parent to interfere 
with their child’s romance to such an extent, but the feeling of wanting 
their child to have a better partner was one Amane could empathize 
with. 

Itsuki wasn’t one to talk much about it, and Amane didn’t think of it 
too much, but the Akazawa family was a prestigious one in the eyes of 
the public, which likely warranted harsher interference from his parents. 


“Itd be nice if we could get him to approve of her somehow, but it’s 
not something we can solve.” 


“You're right. ...I think those two really do suit each other, and 
they’re deeply connected. I don’t want them to be separated, or rather... 
I wish his father wouldn’t try to pull them apart.” 


“Yeah. ...Daiki-san feels that too, that’s why he’s thinking it’s best 
not to directly interfere right now. Things won’t improve until one side 
gives in or a compromise is made.” 


When he sighed again, Mahiru also lowered her eyebrows in 
confusion, resting her head on Amane’s upper arm, and murmured 
softly, “I hope we can do something.” 
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After parting ways with Daiki, he bought some food to bring with 
him and headed toward his own class while taking a break. Compared to 
the other classes, there was quite a long line at the reception desk. 


Even when they were on shift, they would look outside from time to 
time, but he could tell that it was more popular now than it was in the 
morning. They must have garnered quite the high reputation. 

Although it was his own class, he came as a customer, and when he 
obediently arrived at the reception desk alongside Mahiru, he found his 
classmates busily looking over the list. 


“Huh? Fujimiya and the Ang- ...Shiina-san. Don’t tell me you’re 
here to help out.” 


“Unfortunately, that’s not it. Thought Pd keep an eye on the 
customers. Also, I’m here to see how Itsuki and Chitose are doing.” 


“Ah, they’re doing well. Well, you could say that.” 

“What’s with that evasive tone?” 

“No matter what I do, Itsuki always flashes his frivolousness.” 
“That’s also one of his trademarks, no helping that.” 

“That’s awful.” 


It was normal for Itsuki to act all cheerful and giddy, and you 
couldn’t expect otherwise unless something serious happened. And with 
an event like this, Itsuki took it rather seriously when it came down to 
it, but his unrestrained personality started to surface. His frivolous 
nature wouldn’t disappear anytime soon. 

Some students enjoyed that part of him, so he was a popular butler 
in his own way. After all, it was a student-hosted event, and he didn’t 
have to act disciplined like a real butler would. 


“A table for two, right? You'll probably have to wait a little while 
longer.” 


“Tt can’t be helped since it’s so crowded here, I was prepared for it. 
...Fine with you, Mahiru? Are you not tired?” 


“Tm fine. I-I’m just fatigued because of what we did earlier...” 
“That’s because you were acting tough and went in.” 
“’..1 don’t remember doing that.” 


Mahiru averted her eyes. ‘The way she acts really makes me want to 
tease her,’ Amane thought, but if he went too far with it, she would start 
sulking, so he decided to avoid bringing it up again. 

Instead, he whispered softly, “You promised to watch a horror 
movie with me, remember?” and she glared at him with eyes that 
flickered ever so slightly, but this time Amane feigned ignorance. 

Even the receptionist glared along with her, saying, “Go do that 
elsewhere,” but all Amane could do was avert his eyes. 


$4 oad 


A little while later, it was finally their turn, and at the receptionist’s 
urging, they entered into their own class... but since the two of them 
were familiar with how they rotated the waiters for greeting customers, 
Amane frowned in jest. 

The receptionist had definitely relayed a message, and Itsuki and 
Chitose were acting as their waiters. 

The couple were smiling much more professionally than they did 
during practice, but their mouths twitched at Amane’s somewhat 
displeased face. 

They looked at him as if their little prank was a success, and even 
Amane’s expression started to tremble—in the creeped-out sense, of 
course. 


“Welcome back, Milord, Milady.” 


“Whoa there, Itsuki, that greeting isn’t in the manual.” 


They were fundamentally a maid and butler café, but guests were to 
be referred to as ‘customers,’ and Amane couldn’t help but wear a 
strained expression as they intentionally called him ‘milord’. 

Bashful, Mahiru was probably embarrassed at being called ‘milady’ 
and lowered her eyes timidly. 


“No, no, not at all. It’s written in our top-secret manual, on a page 
reserved just for you two.” 


“Don’t go making things up.” 
“Now, now. Allow us to guide you to your seats.” 


“Its not good to give us special treatment in front of all these 
customers,” Amane reproached him with his gaze, but Itsuki paid no 
attention to his protests. 


No matter what he said, it seemed pointless, so he reluctantly sat in 
the seat he was escorted to. 

He was distracted by Mahiru’s graceful mannerisms as she sat down 
in the chair Itsuki had pulled out. Chitose smiled and asked, “Did you 
enjoy your break?” and held out the menu (that Amane had long since 
memorized) as she followed the procedure in the manual. 


“Hm? Well, it was fun. Still got places we want to go to, though, so 
we're going to keep wandering around after this.” 


“Tm glad, Pm glad. I was hoping Mahirun would come and take a 
break sometime soon.” 


“Really?” 


“That’s right. She told me she wanted to have a good look around 
everywhere.” 


He glanced over at Mahiru, whose cheeks were slightly flushed, 
“one A-set,” as she tried to divert the topic. 

She hadn’t shown much excitement about the cultural festival when 
they were at home, but in her own way, she seemed to be looking 
forward to spending time with Amane. 

He smiled a little at the adorable Mahiru and swore to ask Mahiru 
for more details later as he ordered the same thing. Realizing what he 


was thinking, she glared at him a little, but she didn’t seem to be against 
it, so he was relieved. 

Chitose made no attempt to hide her bright smile when she heard 
the order and went to relay the order to the back. It was then that 
Amane suddenly remembered something. On his lap were a bag of 
donuts, which he then handed over to Itsuki. 

They were bite-sized and fried roundly, so it would be easy to eat 
when they were having a quick break. If he recalled correctly, they had 
toothpicks in the back, so the other staff could eat without getting their 
hands dirty. 


“Ah, that’s right. Here, I brought you some snacks from another 
class. Let the others in the back have some when they’re on break as 
well.” 


“Oh, hey, hey, hey!” 


“T wanted to do it, so don’t worry. But if you’re going to be grateful, 
do it like a butler would...” 


“Thank you for your kindness, milord...” 

“Drop it, man. Also, enough of that joke already.” 

“T ate lunch, but I’m still a little hungry,” Amane laughed, seeing 
Itsuki grinning with a cheerful expression. In his mind, however, he 
apologized in advance for what he was about to tell him. 

“Hey, Itsuki.” 

“Hm?” 

“T met Daiki-san.” 

He could tell his body stiffened a little at those words. 


His priority was to report it while Chitose wasn’t around, so he said 
it now, but he wasn’t sure about telling him, since it may lower his 


motivation for serving customers. 
Itsuki’s usual unconstrained, light smile fell silent, replaced by a 
sour look for a moment, and then he forced a grin to hide it. 


“Yeah, he didn’t mention anything about Chitose. He did say that it 
was hard to enter the class, though, and he went elsewhere.” 


“Ah... that figures. He wouldn’t be too good with this kind of thing. 
And even if he did come, well, it would only trouble Chi, so it’s probably 
for the best.” 


Itsuki shrugged and muttered, “I may have given him the invitation 
out of obligation, but I wasn’t expecting him to come.” 


“Pll go talk with him when I’m home. I doubt he’ll stick around 
today to look for me.” 


Seeing Itsuki’s ambiguous smile that hid his real thoughts, Amane 
sighed softly as Itsuki returned to the back, with his bag of snacks in one 
hand. 


(I hope it goes well...) 


Even if it wasn’t that easy, all he could do was hope that he could 
make a small difference, no matter how long it would take. 

Chitose, who had switched places with Itsuki and brought in the 
menu he’d ordered, tilted her head quizzically when she saw Amane and 
Mahiru’s expressions, which had sunk a little because of Daiki. 


“Huh? Did something happen? Did you two fall out?” 
“You think we would have an argument?” 
“T think any couple would. Normally, anyway... but in your case, 


you listen carefully to each other, so it’s amazing that I can’t say that for 
sure.” 


Chitose solemnly murmured so in a voice mixed with exasperation 
and admiration, but Amane didn’t think it was all that strange. 

In general, Mahiru was mild-mannered and rather tolerant, so 
seeing her angry was a rare occasion. Moreover, it was unlikely for her 
to get angry for her own sake. She had been angry on other people’s 
behalf before, but Mahiru herself didn’t get angry very often, and it 
stemmed from her personality. 

If he were to get into an argument with Mahiru, it was almost 
guaranteed to be Amane’s fault for getting her angry, and in that case, it 
would lead into a discussion rather than a fight. They would discuss 
what was wrong and why she was upset, and identify the root cause as 
well as the ideal solution. 

There was no need for Amane to make her angry, and he had never 
been close to doing so. If he did, he would immediately apologize as 
soon as it happened. That’s why it never turned into a fight. 

Once Mahiru heard the word ‘argument,’ her caramel-colored eyes 
blinked and she smiled a little, looking as if arguments were something 
that didn’t exist in her world. 

There was no need for her to be angry with Amane. 

She had frustrations when Amane would belittle himself, but she 
was more reprimanding him than genuinely angry, and the most 
important thing to note was that she believed it was for Amane’s own 
sake. 


“Anyway, we're not arguing. Just got something on our mind, and 
we're a little troubled by it.” 


“Hmm? Well, as long as you aren’t fighting, that’s fine. More 
importantly, are your parents not coming, Amane?” 


His body momentarily stiffened at the mention of ‘parents,’ but 
Chitose didn’t seem to notice his concern as she moved closer. 

Amane was relieved that Daiki’s existence seemed to be tucked 
away in the back of her mind for the time being. 


“Well, Mahirun once said that your mom and I were kindred spirits, 
and I’m all curious. Do make sure to let me say hello.” 


“T sure can see you two getting along. You’re bound to hit it off, so 
much so that Mahiru will get caught in the crossfire.” 


Not only were they likely to get along, but their trains of thought 
were rather similar, too. When he first met Chitose, he noticed how 
similar she was to his mom, and reminisced about how dejected he felt 
back then. 

Their love for cute things, their intense physical contact, and their 
extreme fondness for Mahiru were exact carbon copies of each other, 
and they were almost guaranteed to dote on and tease her to their 
hearts’ desire. 

Mahiru’s smile faltered for a moment as she easily imagined the 
future carnage, but Amane pretended to be unaware. 


(They'll turn her into a dress-up doll, or shower her with excessive 
skinship. Hang in there) 


They won’t do any real harm, so there was no need to fret over it. 
He felt a help-seeking gaze from Mahiru, but it was a fate that Amane 
was too powerless to overturn, and he could do nothing but hope she 
was strong enough to pull through. 


“Anyway, don’t go too far. Also, are you sure you don’t need to go 
back soon?” 


“Whoa, Makochin’s glaring so much~” 


Makoto, who was on the same shift as her, seemed to have a lot to 
say to Chitose, so Amane cut their conversation short. 

Makoto gave Chitose a cold look as she stuck out her tongue as an 
excuse, and he urged her to get back to work. 

He gazed at Chitose’s back as she reluctantly returned to work and 
let out a soft sigh. 


“Supporting you is the only thing I can do, but good luck, Mahiru.” 


“As if it’s someone else’s problem.” 


“No, I can’t stop those two and their overflowing passion. Hang in 
there. If you really don’t want it, then you need to be firm about it.” 


“J-It’s not that I don’t want to... umm... but they will definitely 
dress me up in a lot of different clothes, won’t they?” 


“No doubt, yeah.” 


Shihoko already loved to dress Mahiru up, but once she meets 
Chitose, she’d probably get even livelier in her antics. Knowing his 
mother, who had already recognized Mahiru as her daughter, it looked 
like she’d take her to a boutique and make her change into a bunch of 
various outfits before buying them for her. He had a hunch that Chitose 
would gladly accompany her on such endeavors. 

Amane couldn’t bear to stop her deep-rooted love for Mahiru. He 
knew how his mother had always wanted to have a daughter, and she 
had also taken a liking to Mahiru as a person. 


“Well, as long as you’re prepared to be dressed up, there’s no need 
to refuse them.” 


“When you say it like that, you know I can’t refuse.” 


“I don’t mind, you know? I can help dress you up instead if you 
really want.” 


It wasn’t like he had anything specific in mind for Mahiru to wear, 
but he felt it would be nice to pick out clothes he thought would suit 
her. 


“'..Well, even putting those two aside, I want to do that. If it’s 
something you’d like, Pd love to accompany you.” 


Mahiru murmured quietly and lowered her eyes in embarrassment, 
but given his location, Amane couldn’t start saying that he adored 


Mahiru no matter what she wore, so he simply smiled happily at her 
cuteness as he took a sip of coffee instead. 
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Amane continued to drink his coffee while waiting for Mahiru’s 
embarrassed cheeks to cool off, but once he looked around, he became 
painfully aware how a good reputation was great for attracting 
customers. 

He had intended to prepare a lot of seats just in case, but he had yet 
to see even one of them vacant. It was no different from when he was on 
shift, but it seemed that they were always packed with customers. 

Without bias, Mahiru and Yuuta were the ones who stood out the 
most, but the customers still flooded in when they were on break, so it 
must have been the choice of clothing that helped attract a lot of curious 
onlookers. 

The fact that young boys and girls, who usually wore school 
uniforms, were dressed in maid and butler uniforms as they were 
seemed to make the ones wearing it feel uneasy. 

For Amane himself, it was extremely unfamiliar to him. 

Take the fact that Chitose was wearing clothes that were used to 
service others, for example. Amane never imagined she would do so. 

He glanced over toward her and found her dealing with customers 
while scattering her smile across the café, but she didn’t appear as 
daring as one might think from her clothing. She was sporting a short 
maid-themed miniskirt, and Chitose’s lively and amicable atmosphere 
complimented the look very well, and Amane was in agreement. 


“...Is something wrong with Chitose-san?” 
‘She’s full of energy’ He thought as he gazed at her, and Mahiru, who 
seemed to have been able to suppress her embarrassment inside, called 


out to him curiously. 


“Hm, well... It didn’t really hit me when we were working together, 


but I just thought it felt strange to see a classmate wearing that kind of 
outfit. I should’ve gotten used to it.” 


“Hehe, clothes like this aren’t something you wear every day.” 


“Curiosity is one of the factors that attracts customers, isn’t it? 
Besides, the customers have said that they look adorable and charming. 
After all, it genuinely looks good on everyone.” 


The audience was a mix of students and visitors, but he could hear 
most of their thoughts and opinions, wondering who was cute or 
handsome, and whether they wanted to woo a waiter or not. 

While it wasn’t like they didn’t understand their feelings, the staff 
themselves could hear them clearly and had to suppress any bitter 
smiles. Amane glanced aside at the troubled staff members, and once he 
looked back at Mahiru, he saw a troubled expression, and she appeared 
to be forcing more strength into her eyelashes. 


“Something wrong?” 


“Nothing... Amane-kun, do you think everyone... or rather, the 
girls, are cute?” 


“T think they’re normal.” 


He started to guess what Mahiru was trying to say, so he smiled and 
hid his lips with the ends of his fingers. 


“Objectively, I can tell that they are cute from their beauty and 
mannerisms. But don’t worry, you’re the only one who makes me want 
to love and dote on you so much for being cute, Mahiru.” 


“Y-You’re saying that again...” 


“T felt like you wanted me to say it. You might stay jealous if I 
don’t.” 


This time, as Amane whispered quietly so that no one else could 
hear, Mahiru tightly closed her lips, and then lowered her eyes in shame 
again. 


“...I feel like an idiot for getting anxious.” 


“You can confirm it any time you want, until you’re convinced and 
satisfied.” 


“TIl be so embarrassed if I do that.” 

“Wouldn’t you be satisfied if you kept doing so?” 
“Are you trying to kill me?” 

“Such an exaggeration.” 


“Not at all. You’re the one always tormenting my heart... it’s too 
much of a burden on me.” 


“Well if you don’t want to...” 


“It’s not that I don’t like it, but... umm, Pd like you to go easy on 
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me. 


As Mahirv’s shoulders shrank, he thought that he was tempted to 
tease her once she said such words, but also noted that he had to be 
careful not to make her squirm if he went ahead with it. 

At any rate, when he replied, “I’ll do my best,” she glared at him 
with a bit of dissatisfaction. He could tell she didn’t have much faith in 
him. 


“...Next time you tease me, IIl tease you back.” 
“Pm interested in that.” 


“ ,.. may start ignoring you in retaliation.” 


When Mahiru turned away and smiled so cutely that he couldn’t 
help but smile, she snatched some of his cookies in all her displeasure 
and turned away to pout even harder. 
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Amane knew they couldn’t have a good conversation while it was 
crowded, so he ended the conversation at just the right time and left the 
café with a sigh, wondering where to head next. 

The cultural festival lasted until 4pm. It would close in about an 
hour and a half. 

After which, he’d be busy again with tallying up the sales, 
reporting, and preparing for the next day, so he wanted to enjoy himself 
before then, but he had already visited the places he was interested in. 


“Any other places you want to check out, Mahiru?” 


“Let’s see... we’ve looked around quite a bit. How about we head 
over to the gymnasium? They have set up a stage.” 


“The stage, huh? What are they doing now?” 

There was a stage section in the afternoon during the cultural 
festival, and volunteer students were doing all sorts of things for the 
festival. According to Amane’s memory, there should have been concerts 
and plays written on the schedule. 

He looked at the pamphlet and saw that the Light Music Club was 
currently holding their own concert. 

“They’re having a concert right now. Are you interested?” 


“T don’t listen to music often, so I might as well.” 


“That’s true. You don’t play much background music, Mahiru. And 


if you do, it’s always Western music.” 


Mahiru was sensitive to trends, but she didn’t know much about 
music. Rather, she preferred to listen to Western music composed many 
years ago, rather than Japanese music, the reason was simply due to her 
preferences. 

Even if a famous male idol who often made appearances on TV was 
shown, she only knew enough to match their name and face. 


“If you’re curious then, Mahiru, let’s give it a go. I’m rather keen 
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too. 
“You're right.” 


There weren’t any shops in particular he wanted to visit, so Amane 
took Mahiru by the hand and headed for the gym, both out of curiosity 
and to kill time. 

The gym had already turned off most of the lights, and the 
functional lighting strongly illuminated the stage. 

He could hear the sound even from outside the gym, but when he 
went inside, it was much louder than he expected. Feeling ticklish from 
the sound that reverberated in his stomach, he gently closed the door so 
as not to bother the other spectators and slipped into the empty space. 

When he looked up, he saw that a group of volunteers were 
currently standing on the stage performing a song. 

There was a familiar face among them, so Amane narrowed his eyes 
and looked at him. 

Standing in front of the microphone stand was a face Amane had 
often seen since the morning. 


“Huh? If it isn’t Kadowaki. Don’t think he mentioned a 
performance.” 


He had been to karaoke with him a few times, so Amane was well 
aware of how good he was at singing, but he didn’t expect him to be on 
stage like this at all. Especially since he hadn’t heard any rumors about 
it. 


In addition to his club activities, Amane was also surprised by the 
vitality he had to stand on stage while also preparing for the cultural 
festival. 

Yuuta himself didn’t seem to enjoy standing out too much, so it 
struck Amane as surprising. 


“Kadowaki-san really can do anything.” 
“That’s not something you can say, Mahiru.” 


Mahiru seemed impressed, but Mahiru was much of the same 
species herself. She could do everything; studying, exercising, 
housework, and to a proficient level at that. It was hard to find someone 
as good at everything as Mahiru was. 


“There are some things even I can’t do.” 

“Any examples?” 

“ ..What about swimming?” 

“T suppose so. After all that, you couldn’t swim in the end.” 


“Tf you think PII be able to swim in a day, then you’re too naive. No 
matter how much I practiced, I never improved...” 


“Tm sorry.” 


Mahiru lightly bumped her fist into his upper arm, apparently 
dissatisfied with the notion of being unable to swim, so he smiled wryly 
and looked back at the stage. 

He didn’t seem to appreciate standing out, but Yuuta, who seemed 
used to it despite that, didn’t look timid when in front of so many 
spectators, and was actually acting bold. 

He had the guts to respond with fan service, giving soft smiles and 
loose waves. 

After which, since Amane had happened to choose a space without 


any obstructions so he could see better, Yuuta’s gaze met Amane’s, and 
his cheeks twitched ever so slightly. 

It appeared that Yuuta wasn’t expecting his friend to appear. 

Amane waved his hand dismissively as he swore to himself that 
he’d listen to what he had to say later, and Yuuta blinked before giving 
out a smile different from before. 

Female students screamed in joy at his smile, so neither Amane nor 
Mahiru could help but hold back their laughter, thinking that things 
were the same as ever in that regard. 
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“Why didn’t you say you were going on stage?” 


Yuuta headed over to the wall where Amane and Mahiru were 
standing by after his performance ended and gave them a troubled 
expression. He then tightened his necktie back up as he had loosened it 
before singing. 


“I wasn’t planning on going out at first, but the vocalist girl got a 
leg injury in her club a week ago... It seems the doctor stopped her from 


going out because she was injured, so I took her place.” 


It was also a performance where she had to move her body, so it 
would certainly have been impossible if she had been injured. 


“T see. Is she okay?” 


“Yeah. She was really frustrated that she couldn’t perform, so I feel 
bad. She did seem to enjoy watching, though.” 


“Well, I guess that can’t be helped... Still, I’m surprised you were 
able to sing that well as a substitute. It was perfect.” 


“You think so? Thank goodness.” 


Amane knew from their time in karaoke that he was a natural 
singer, but was still surprised to see Yuuta’s skills up close. He wasn’t at 
all overwhelmed by the audience, quite the opposite; he managed to 
charm the audience and he left them mesmerized. 

He was impressed by how good he was at listening to the girls’ 
cheer, but Yuuta seemed to have seen him, too, as he scratched his 
cheek in embarrassment. 


“...It really is embarrassing. It’s pretty embarrassing when a friend 
sees you.” 


“Was it bad of me to come watch?” 


“No, that’s not true. I was a little relieved to see you and Shiina-san 
looking the same as always. It’s reassuring to have someone you’re used 
to.” 


“If anything, I was saved in that regard,” Yuuta said bashfully, and 
the girls around him, who had been secretly watching him, murmured. 


‘As usual, he’s getting attention from all around,’ Amane thought with 
a wry smile on his face, and he smiled teasingly at Yuuta, who was 
smiling as if his embarrassment and pride had hit him all at once. 

Mahiru simply thanked him with a calm smile and said, “Nice 
work,” taking the stance of accompanying Amane to the very end. 

It was likely a deliberate move to prevent others from being 
unnecessarily jealous, even if it was well-known that she and Amane 
were dating. Despite that, acting too friendly with him in front of others 
would leave a bad impression on those watching Yuuta, and could stir 
up trouble. 


“Still, it’s too bad. I wished Itsuki could have seen this.” 


“Whaaat? I wish you wouldn’t say that. I’m sure he’d be dissatisfied 
or start making fun of me for not telling him in advance.” 


“Well, at least endure that much. It’s on you for hiding it from 
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him. 


“It was decided in a rush, so it can’t be helped. It was an 
emergency.” 


“Cut it out,” he said with a laugh, so Amane vowed to himself that 
he’d mention it when they gathered in class later, so he relaxed his 
cheeks and patted Yuuta lightly on the shoulder, saying, “Heh, no 
chance.” 
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“Amazing work everyone! We all worked so hard on the first day!” 


Amane continued to watch the performances with Mahiru and 
Yuuta until the stage closed and they returned back to class. 

The first day of the cultural festival was now over, and everyone in 
the class was gathered to take breaks and shifts. Each of them wore their 
own Satisfied expression, showing how much fun they had. 

When the executive committee member, Itsuki, expressed his 
gratitude to everyone, his classmates started to let out cries of joy. 

After the commotion subsided to a certain extent, Itsuki cleared his 
throat and drew attention to himself once more. 


“Okay, let’s clean up a little bit in preparation for tomorrow. 
Accountants; make sure the total sales, the number of orders, and the 
amount of money we have on hand match up properly, and be sure to 
report any discrepancies. Put the money in the designated bag and 
submit it to me. I'll hand it over to the management. Those working in 
the back, go prepare the space for tomorrow, and once you’re done, go 
organize all our equipment. Those who handled customer service will 
give the classroom a deep clean.” 


“Okaaay.” 


Each student had a designated job, and everyone nodded obediently 
as they undertook their role. 

Amane was cleaning, so he rolled up his sleeves to get it over with 
and went to fetch a bucket and some water. 

A year ago, cleaning had been one of his weaker points, but thanks 
to Mahiru’s guidance and his new daily life, he was able to do it on an 
average level, albeit not proficiently. To be precise, he was at least able 
to keep things tidy and orderly. 


“Youre so fast.” 


Ayaka sounded impressed as Amane cleaned in perfect sync with 
Mahiru. 


“No, Mahiru’s more skilled than I am. She’s like my teacher. I really 
couldn’t clean up at first.” 


“T didn’t expect you to be so methodical, Fujimiya-kun.” 

“Amane-kun can keep it together when he’s not in his own house.” 

Mahiru, who was folding up and removing the dirty tablecloths, 
seemed to be listening to their conversation, and the teasing tone of her 
voice was, of course, aimed at Amane. 

He had nothing to say when implicitly told that he was sloppy in 
his own house. It was nothing but facts, and he knew he couldn’t 
complain, but he wasn’t happy being teased. 


“T can’t help it. That’s what it means to be a man who lives alone.” 


“Even so, it was so terrible. There wasn’t even a place to stand 
when walking.” 


“That’s just how it is.” 


“Whaaat? He doesn’t live alone, but my Socchan’s room is always 


clean, you know? He says he cleans it up because he knows when I am 
coming. Thanks to that, there was never anything hidden under his 
bed.” 


“Don’t go sniffing around for those.” 


Just the thought of their girlfriend looking for such things was 
enough to send shivers down a boy’s spine. Amane could only hope that 
girlfriends across the country would be more lenient in their endeavors 
to expose what their boyfriend was hiding. 

In Amane’s case, there was nothing to be searched for; or found, so 
he didn’t think much of it, but most boyfriends had something stashed 
away, and unrelenting probing from their partners would inevitably 
cause some problems. 


“Ah, well, I wasn’t aiming to look for it, but I was just wondering if 
he had some. You know, it happens a lot in manga, right?” 


“You’re reading too much manga.” 


“That’s the thing. Socchan was exasperated, saying that I was so 
straightforward about it. ...By the way, what about you, Fujimiya-kun?” 


“Pm spotless. No matter how deep you search, you won’t find a 
thing.” 


“Ahaha.” 


Hearing Ayaka laugh heartily, Amane sympathized with Souji, 
thinking that he too wasn’t without his fair share of misfortune. Puzzled, 
Mahiru tilted her head stiffly. 


“What are you talking about?” 
Mahiru must have been working hard to clean and wasn’t able to 


hear what he was saying, and she looked confused. Amane quickly 
averted his eyes, hoping to come off as natural as possible. 


“Nothing in particular.” 


“Hmm, I don’t think you need any of those, Fujimiya-kun, since you 
have Shiina-san with you.” 


“Kido.” 


“Don’t say anything weird.” He glared at Ayaka, who was smiling 
mischievously while Amane endured the embarrassment slowly seeping 
out from deep inside him. 

In contrast to Ayaka, who was smiling more and more at him, 
Mahiru blinked her eyes with increased curiosity, and Amane couldn’t 
stand it, so he took her by the hand and pulled her away from Kido. 


Chapter || 


Second Lay 
of the festival 


It was now the second day of the cultural festival. 
Amane and the others had shifts in the afternoon, so they were free 
in the morning. 


“Tt’s been a while since I’ve visited my alma mater, but it’s the same 
as I remember. It’s been remodeled, but the atmosphere hasn’t 
changed.” 


Seeing Shuuto for the first time in summer, he smiled and stood in 
front of the entrance, looking up at the school building as he murmured, 
“Not since the entrance ceremony, I believe,” and Shihoko, who stood 
nearby—or rather, right next to him—smiled peacefully in the same 
way. 

It was a familiar sight to Amane, but the fact that they were as close 
as ever and still garnered attention from those around them made him 
want to distance himself and pose as an unrelated person—though, of 
course, Mahiru was clinging to his arm to stop him. 

The warm gaze from her caramel eyes was implying, ‘Please give 
up,’ so Amane couldn’t go through with it. 


“...Hey, do we have to go around with you guys?” 


“Oh, it’s been a few months since you’ve said that. You’re a bad 
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boy. 


“People don’t go around with their parents these days.” 


“That’s not true... Ah, I guess this is a rebellious act of defiance 
against walking around with a parent as a teenager.” 


“Tt’s not that I don’t like it... it’s just that you two really stand out.” 


There was no doubt that they garnered attention. 

Any biases aside, his parents had the air and atmosphere of a 
young, well-matched couple. There weren’t many mature couples who 
went around flirting as much as they did. 

Amane was concerned that if his classmates saw them, they would 
probably tease him about it later. Foreseeing this, he didn’t want to go 
with them. 

However, Mahiru was the opposite. Her parents had never 
participated in a school event with her before and she seemed to want to 
stroll around with his parents, likely happy that Shihoko and Shuuto 
had come to visit. 

Knowing Mahiru’s background, Amane felt guilty thinking about 
rejecting her simple wish, and if such a thing made her happy, he 
thought he should endure it himself—it would still be embarrassing, 
however. 


“...We stand out? I think you two stand out enough already.” 


Shihoko murmured, keeping Amane and Mahiru huddled together 
in her field of vision as she kept on smiling. 

He could tell that they were smiling and urging him to do it more, 
and Amane’s cheeks almost scrunched up in response. 


“ ..Even so, between students and parents, parents will stand out 
more.” 


“Well, that’s true, but it doesn’t change the fact that you two attract 
attention too. And you, you’re showing off by flirting, aren’t you?” 


“Pm not trying to do that... Anyway, you’re going to the 
refreshment stalls, right? We’ve got a shift starting at noon, so if you’re 
going to go around, make it fast.” 


“Oh, you’re coming with us?” 
“To make sure things don’t get out of hand.” 


“Pm not sure about that. It’s possible that you two are even more 
passionate, you know? Right, Shuuto-san?” 


“Ahaha, you’re right.” 


Amane clutched his forehead and sighed softly at Shuuto, who 
never retracted his gentle smile. 

Unlike Shihoko, he wasn’t teasing him, so he couldn’t strongly 
refuse or deny what he said. Amane was off-kilter, so he didn’t retaliate 
or say anything back. 


“ ,.Anyway, where do you want to go?” 


“Let’s see. We'll be able to see Amane and the others working in the 
afternoon, right? Aside from that, Pd like to see a shop that sells 
handmade goods. There were pamphlets about handicrafts clubs.” 


“I just have to show you there, right?” 


For the time being, it was best to fulfill her request quickly. 

Staying there would only draw unwanted attention, so in the end, 
Amane wrapped his arms around Mahiru’s back as she gazed at the 
compromised Amane with a smile and gave her a light push to urge her 
into the school building. 


“Your parents are really close, aren’t they? They’re just like you, 
Fujimiya-kun.” 


Ayaka, now serving as a salesgirl, let out a small chuckle at the 
sight of his parents looking at the handmade goods of her handicraft 
club. They were expressing their close relationship through their body 
language while doing so. 

Amane didn’t know much about his classmate’s club, but 
apparently, Ayaka belonged to the handicrafts club, and it appeared 
they showed up at the time of day that overlapped with her shift. 


“Kido, I assumed you were the manager of some sports club...” 


Amane subtly kept his distance from his parents and gazed at Ayaka 
wearing an apron. He inferred that it was likely a handmade product. 

Knowing her, who so broadly proclaimed her love for muscles, he’d 
assumed she was the manager of a sports club or the like. He thought 
she would be trying to grab chances to steal glances at the boys with 
muscles and was surprised to see her as part of the handicraft club. 


“Worshiping a boy’s muscles is perfectly legal, you see. But 
unfortunately, Pm doing solo activities out here. Besides, Socchan’s 
going to sulk if I do that.” 


“Kayano will?” 


“He doesn’t think it’s a big deal to watch people doing physical 
training like on TV or in pictures, but he told me to at least stop 
grinning at the students.” 


“T feel like that’s him worrying about your reputation rather than a 
display of his jealousy, Kido.” 


He probably wouldn’t want anyone else to see a cute girl being so 
captivated by their muscles and looking like she was about to drool at 
them. Especially if it was his own girlfriend. 

However, Ayaka, who seemed dissatisfied with Amane’s assessment, 


puffed out her cheeks. 


“How rude. Pll have you know even I’m picky about who I'll grin 
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at. 


“Half-baked muscles just don’t cut it,” Ayaka didn’t deny the act 
itself, and she put her hands on her hips and puffed out her chest. 


“Well, the reason I’m in the handicrafts club is because Dad begged 
me to be more feminine... Well, the deciding factor was that I can make 
Socchan’s clothes by hand, and on top of that, I can take measurements 
myself.” 


“Damn, you're pretty hardcore...” 

“D-Don’t run off. Y-you know, if you strip and let Shiina-san take 
your measurements, I think she’d be able to make you some clothes 
herself.” 

“Please don’t instill some strange fetish in Mahiru.” 

As it were, Mahiru was so embarrassed by seeing Amane naked that 
she rarely wanted him to even take his shirt off. Things would get 
problematic if she developed a muscle fetish like Ayaka’s. 

Without hiding his exasperation, he gazed at Ayaka, who looked 
disappointed for an unknown reason, and Mahiru-who had been 
browsing the merchandise with his parents-came over and tilted her 
head, baffled. 

“T couldn’t hear clearly. What were you talking about?” 

“Huh? About how you’d be happy if Fujimiya-kun stripped.” 


“There’s no reason for that. Right, Mahiru?” 


“I-I don’t think... that’s true.” 


“Your denial is so weak!?” 

Amane predicted that she would aggressively deny it with a blush 
on her face, but she seemed quite hesitant. Amane couldn’t hide his 
surprise. 


“Huh? Because I taught Shiina-san how good muscles are?” 


“Please don’t do anything unnecessary. You don’t need to teach 
Mahiru any weird knowledge.” 


“T was just talking about how great muscles are, and I don’t want 
you to call the beauty of the human body weird knowledge. I think it’s 
rude to say that after all the hard work they put into honing their body.” 


“Ah, yeah, I’m sorry.” 


Ayaka lectured him more seriously than he was expecting and 
reflexively apologized. 


“ ..But what will I do if Mahiru awakens to that?” 

“Just strip?” 

“Not happening.” 

It was clear as day that Mahiru would swiftly hit her limit and boil 
over if he did that, so Amane didn’t plan to strip anytime soon. If he did, 
Mahiru wouldn’t be able to look him in the eye for quite a while. 

“Its not like anyone wants to see me naked,” he said, looking at 
Ayaka with half-closed eyes. She herself didn’t seem the least bit guilty 
as she smiled and muttered, “Shiina-san would want to see it, though.” 

Mahiru was vigorously shaking her head with a red face in protest. 


It was likely one of Ayaka’s delusions in an attempt to increase her 
fetishist companions. 


“Pshew.” Mahiru’s lips trembled as she murmured, “I’ve only 
thought a little about such shameful things.” 


Amane pondered that she was thinking a little too much about it. 
But if he poked fun at her, Mahiru would zip her mouth for a while, so 
he decided not to press his luck. Mahiru’s words likely rose from an 
interest in her lover. Amane wanted to believe that it wasn’t coming 
from a place of fetishism like Ayaka. 


“Oh my, looks like you’re having fun chatting over here.” 


As he was thinking about how to soothe the bright red Mahiru, 
Shihoko and Shuuto approached them with their signature relaxed 
smiles, apparently having bought something they fancied. 

Ayaka blinked, perhaps caught off guard by their sudden approach, 
and straightened her posture and smiled outward. It was an elegant 
smile, devoid of the slightest hint of her sloppy muscle-chasing grin 
from moments earlier, and Amane froze at the gap in her attitude and 
mannerism. It was only natural. 


“Oh, youw’re Fujimiya-kun’s parents, right? Nice to meet you. Pm 
Kido Ayaka, Fujimiya-kun and Shiina-san’s classmate.” 


“Thank you very much. I am Fujimiya Shuuto. This is my wife, 
Shihoko.” 


When Shuuto introduced himself and Shihoko, Ayaka then bowed 
her head with a smile. Amane couldn’t help but be amused by how fast 
she changed gears. 

“What were you talking about?” 


“_..Mostly about Kido’s hobbies.” 


Amane averted his eyes as Shuuto asked. It was then returned to 
Shihoko, who was taken aback and full of interest. 


“Oh, what kind of hobby do you have?” 


“Let’s see, observing people... you could say? Basically, I like 
watching people work hard, and I enjoy rooting for them.” 


She wasn’t lying about observing people. She wasn’t lying about 
rooting for people who work hard and put the effort in, either. It wasn’t 
at all accurate, though. 


“By the way, what do you think of our Amane from your point of 
view, Kido-san? Is he working hard?” 


“Let’s think... I think he’s doing his best. But I haven’t been talking 
to him for long, so I still don’t know much about Fujimiya-kun...” 


Amane felt like she was definitely talking about his muscles, but he 
had no intention of charging in to question her in front of his parents. It 
would be unbearable for him if he jumped in unnecessarily. 

Mahiru seemed to understand that, too, as she remained silent. 
Amane felt like she was poisoned by Ayaka as she was stealthily 
touching his stomach while his parents were distracted by the 
conversation. 

He reproached her and tugged on her hand, saying, “Wait until 
we're home.” Mahiru, who seemed to be aware of what she was doing in 
public, quickly blushed. 


“From what I see, Fujimiya-kun always looks happiest when he’s 
with Shiina-san, and I can tell he’s doing his best, so it makes me want 
to watch them from up close.” 

“Oh, those two are getting along well at school, too?” 


“Yes, very much so. Enough for me to question what I’m seeing.” 


“Hey, Kido, please don’t say anything weird.” 


“Oh, come on. It’s not weird, and it’s the truth. I always think you 
two make a good couple, you know?” 


Perhaps in retaliation for treating her fixation on muscles as weird 
knowledge, Ayaka praised them with a mischievous smile plastered on 
her face-one different than the one she directed at his parents. Shuuto 
and Shihoko smiled happily at her words. 

Just thinking about how in his parent’s minds, they imagined him 
flirting with Mahiru even in class made him want to escape straight 
away. 

Amane, who was aware that his face was as red as Mahiru’s earlier, 
glared at Ayaka after she said something she shouldn’t have, but Ayaka 
feigned ignorance. 


“Pm glad everyone in the class approves of you.” 

“Shut up.” 

Shuuto was truly happy and said so with a calm smile, so Amane 
pouted and turned away from him knowing that he couldn’t run. 
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“Amane-kun, your face looks dead...” 
“T wonder why...” 


After leaving the handicraft club’s area, Shuuto and Shihoko started 
walking through the school with Amane and Mahiru leisurely following 
behind them. Mahiru kept close, not giving him the chance to escape. 

Amane masked his sulking but gazed at his parent’s backs with an 
unmotivated expression as they enjoyed themselves. 


(The gazes hurt) 


He was with his parents, who were standing out, so he could feel 
everyone’s gazes piercing right through him. 

It wasn’t like Amane had particularly enjoyed attracting attention 
lately, either, but he was getting used to it by spending time as Mahiru’s 
boyfriend. 

But this time, the stares were of a different kind. 

They weren’t born from jealousy or malice, but curiosity. Their 
faces were known, so they were looking their way with even more 
amusement. 

Amane simply trudged behind them tiredly watching the sight of 
his parents flirting in front of him as they went to visit another mock 
store. 

Puzzled, Mahiru lowered her eyes as she watched him. 


“Tf you dislike it that much, then we can split up with them...” 


“Its not that I don’t like it, it’s just... it’s embarrassing to see my 
own family acting like this...” 


“'..You say that, but I think you’re pretty similar to Shuuto-san, 
Amane-kun.” 


“In what way?” 


“Lately, Amane-kun’s been acting like, how should I put it... 
unconsciously giving off a possessive aura like you’re saying ‘I’m her 
boyfriend...” 


“You naturally take my hand and hold my shoulders, don’t you?” 
Mahiru pursed her lips slightly as a pale crimson color fell across her 
cheeks, and Amane did the same, unable to say anything back in 
response. 

They weren’t flirting excessively when in public, but they were 
doing light physical contact as lovers would to keep each other in check, 
but that didn’t seem to bother her. Mahiru didn’t seem to mind, but 
rather she was just embarrassed. 


“’..-Honestly, y-you can be so bold, but, um... it makes my heart 
race. I’m glad you’re confident now, but I’m flustered because of it. Even 
so, I’m getting conscious of strange things... b-but I’ve noticed you’re 
still a bit reserved, too.” 


“Hey, you didn’t need to say that last part.” 
“But...” 
“What’s up with your perception of me?” 


He wanted to hold his head in his hands, wondering if even Mahiru 
still thought he was a loser, but well, it had been four months since 
they’d started dating, and they hadn’t done anything more than kissing, 
so maybe he could be called just that. 

They already had an understanding of each other, and Mahiru 
should understand that it was a choice he made because he wants to 
treasure her. 

However, he was dissatisfied that it was considered a standard for 
him. 


“Sorry for being so shy.” 


“J-’'m not blaming you. Um, I know yow’re taking it slow because 
you care about me. But you’re too considerate of me, and you put 
yourself off until later... so I thought it might be painful.” 


Mahiru may have been an amateur to love and less knowledgeable 
than Amane when it came to relationships with men, but she seemed to 
know about the physiological phenomena unique to men, and she was 
worried about him when they spent time together. 

She knew how Amane felt, and on top of that, she understood that 
Amane wouldn’t do anything because he respected her and didn’t want 
to force her into anything, which was why she’d come up with words of 
concern for him. 

From Amane’s point of view, it was embarrassing for that to be 
noticed, and he was painfully aware of his inexperience in not being 


able to hold himself back, but Mahiru was happy that he didn’t take it as 
something to be hated. 


“Pd be lying if I said it wasn’t painful. As long as Mahiru’s happy, 
Pm happy... and I still don’t think I'll rush things now either.” 


“...If you’re happy, then please realize that I’m happy too.” 

“That’s why it’s better for you to be happy.” 

“You're going around in circles!” 

She poked him in the side with her fingertips in dissatisfaction, but 
his feelings didn’t waver. 

He smiled softly once he saw Mahiru’s sulking face, but then she 
pouted even more, so he tried to calm her down with his fingers. 

“You don’t have to worry about it, Mahiru.” 

“ ,.That’s what makes it so bad, Amane-kun.” 

“Well, this is the one thing I can do.” 

Mahiru headbutted his arm as Amane implied he had no intention 


of yielding with feelings of exasperation, slight irritation, joy, and an 
indescribable emotion that surrounded them. Despite that, she wasn’t 


angry. 
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“You understand how cute Mahiru-chan is, don’t you?” 


“Well, of course. Mahirun is already full of charm... And the more I 
learn about her, the cuter she gets.” 


“Don’t mix these two specimens together. It’s too dangerous.” 


Amane let out a grand sigh before Shihoko and Chitose, who had 
hit it off thanks to their fondness for Mahiru despite just meeting for the 
first time. 

Since Itsuki and Chitose had the same shift as Amane today, they 
were free to do as they pleased in the morning, but since they happened 
to run into each other, he had no choice but to introduce his parents. 

That was where the problem lay. Chitose had been acting docile at 
first, but after Shihoko had started doting on Mahiru, she couldn’t hold 
herself back and joined in instead. 

Looking at them from that perspective, the two of them really got 
along well. The result of which left Mahiru blushing and trembling after 
being complimented here and there by the pair of them. 

Her caramel-colored eyes, oozing with shame, looked at Amane as 
if begging for assistance, but there was no way he could outplay their 
fervor and excitement, so he let them do as they pleased for the time 
being, and the lost men in the group gathered together. 


“Thank you for taking care of my Amane.” 

“Not at all.” 

“Ugh.” 

“What’s wrong with our ‘Amane-kun,’ here? You aren’t denying it?” 


“Tt’s true that you’re taking care of me. Though whether or not 
you'll stick your nose in my business is a different matter.” 


Sometimes it really was none of his business, but Itsuki was usually 
helping him out and taking care of him in his own way. Amane did feel 
indebted to him, and even if he didn’t say it often, he was grateful for it 
every day. 

If it weren’t for Itsuki, his relationship with Mahiru wouldn’t have 
progressed as far as it did, and one could say that he was one of the key 
figures supporting their relationship along with Chitose. 


He was grateful, so he couldn’t deny Shuuto’s words, but for some 
reason, Itsuki averted his eyes. 


“You're so honest when it comes to that sort of thing.” 
“Are you picking a fight with me because I’m usually so twisted?” 


“So that’s how you'll take it. That means you’re aware that you’re 
twisted?” 


“Shut it.” 


“You little bastard,” Amane slapped him on the back but held back 
as he wasn’t being serious. He noticed Itsuki grinning at him as he 
looked his way. 

Shuuto smiled as he observed their interactions and Amane turned 
away, unable to bear it any longer. Then, he went on to express his 
smile with words. 


“Well, Amane can be somewhat twisted. A little dishonest, but also 
straightforward, and he’s pretty easy to understand.” 


“He’s always been like this, our Amane. It’s been hard for him to get 
close friends, but I’m glad you’re a friend who understands him.” 


“Not at all. I’m glad we became friends.” 

“...You can talk about that somewhere without me.” 

“Well, you see...” 

“You're right. PI have to send a message later...” 

He preferred to have them talk somewhere he couldn’t hear, but 
now they were planning to exchange their contact information. Amane 


could feel a headache creeping up on him. He had a feeling they were 
going to report to each other in secret and he’d prefer for them not to do 


SO. 

The thing is, even if he stopped Itsuki and his father here, he had no 
doubt that Chitose and his mother would collude and do something 
about it, so there was no point in trying to stop them, either. 


(Either way, Mahiru and I are gonna be teased) 


It was probably because of their affection as a friend and parent, 
but it was still unbearable for the one involved. 

He averted his gaze, thinking he’d warn her later — Then, out of the 
corner of his eye, he spotted Daiki, whom he’d seen the day before. 

He was Itsuki’s guardian, so it wouldn’t be strange for him to attend 
both days of the festival, but he didn’t call out to him. He looked 
bewildered, wearing a troubled expression from a distance. 

He was looking in Itsuki’s direction, evidently curious about his son. 


“Amane, what are you...” 


Noticing that Amane was frozen stiff, Itsuki turned to look in the 
same direction, but his handsome face swiftly stiffened. 

He knew they weren’t on good terms, but even if it was flattery, he 
couldn’t continue acting like that as his friend. 

When he looked at Itsuki, wondering what to do, his lips trembled 
as if he wanted to say something, but didn’t form any cognizable words, 
and Itsuki turned his back away from his father. 

He went over to Chitose, who was still excited and chuckled. 


“Chi, lets go buy some food, okay? If we don’t line up soon, we'll 
be hungry this afternoon.” 


“Eh, I don’t wanna do that. Serving customers is a battle of stamina. 
Ah, sorry, we'll be going now.” 


“Oh, really? I’m planning on going to the café this afternoon, so Pl 
be counting on you then.” 


“Yes, Pll be looking forward to it.” 


Chitose bent her waist and bowed politely as Itsuki ever so slightly 
urged her to leave. Itsuki was aware of the solemn changes in Chitose’s 
expressions when confronted by Daiki and likely acted in consideration 
of that. Even so, Amane felt like he was being too obvious about it in 
front of Daiki. 


(How did it come to this...?) 


Amane sighed softly at the scene of his friend treating his father like 
thin air. 


“’..Sorry for the trouble.” 

Watching Itsuki and Chitose leave, Daiki, who had been watching 
them from afar, approached them wearing a wry smile. 

Even Amane couldn’t stand to be there, and he felt bad about it, but 
he couldn’t get too involved in their problems, so he Itsuki and Chitose 
off as they left. 

Shihoko noticed Daiki approaching and approached him, 
accompanied by Mahiru. 

“Ah, the father of Itsuki, from just then.” 

“Well, well. Itsuki-kun has been taking care of our son.” 


“Not at all, I should be the one saying that...” 


Seeing his parents and Daiki introduce themselves with the usual 
exchange of formality left Amane feeling rather awkward. 


“ ,Ah, um, Daiki-san. Just then...” 


“I was expecting as much. I’ve been quite harsh on her, it’s 
understandable that Itsuki would try to distance her.” 


Daiki-san stated it matter-of-factly and seemed to have accepted it 


or given up, not showing any hint of sorrow. Shuuto and Shihoko 
frowned worriedly as they realized the rift between Daiki and his son’s 
girlfriend, Chitose. 

Amane once told his parents about a friend whose love wasn’t 
acknowledged by his parents, and it must have come back to them. 

Daiki didn’t seem to mind his parents’ expressions, and after gazing 
upward while remembering the scene from earlier, he smiled a little. 


“Still, Shiina-san, you’re quite close to Fujimiya-kun’s parents. Pm 
surprised to see you like that.” 


“Thank you for your kind words.” 


“Well, she’s my future daughter. She doesn’t need to be this way, 
but I want to dote on her.” 


It was natural that Mahiru would get along well with Amane’s 
parents due to their personalities and the fact that they had long 
accepted Mahiru as part of the Fujimiya family. She was to become their 
future daughter, and Shihoko and Shuuto treated her as such. Amane 
thought that Shihoko was being rather daring with her choice of 
words... but refrained from saying it out loud. Shihoko didn’t back 
down and carried on boldly. 

He assumed it was deliberate and had an idea of what she intended. 
Shuuto showed no signs of stopping her, either. 

Mahiru blushed at Shihoko’s declaration of love, devoid of any 
flattery, it was genuine and genuine love. Late to react, Daiki widened 
his eyes in surprise and let out a bitter smile. 


“Well, I suppose you two have nothing to be dissatisfied with. Given 
who it is.” 


“You’re right. She’s the one my son chose. I trust in his eyes, and 
when we saw Mahiru-chan, we felt like she could take care of our son.” 


Amane was subtly dissatisfied that he was being entrusted to 
Mahiru, and not the other way around, but he couldn’t complain since 


he knew how much she took care of him. 
“Tm envious of you. I can’t do the same with my foolish son.” 
“You don’t have faith in your son?” 
“He’s not as sensible as your son. Mine’s still a mere fledgling.” 


“Oh, I don’t think so. From what I’ve heard from Amane, he’s a kind 
and caring boy who can often be very considerate.” 


“That’s...” 


As Daiki hesitated, Shihoko gave him a quiet smile. 

She probably felt something as a fellow parent as she usually 
wouldn’t meddle in others’ affairs too much, but this time she wasn’t 
holding anything back. 

Seeing Itsuki escaping from his father was likely what sparked her 
change of heart, and it was all for the sake of his girlfriend standing by 
his side. 


“As a parent, I understand that you have your own thoughts on the 
person they choose, but... children will object if you suppress their will 
too much. Since he’s grown up to be such a wonderful child, I believe 
the proper role of an adult here is to have faith in his choice and watch 
over them.” 


Shihoko smiled at Daiki as she said so, and he made a sour face in 
response. 

Not from a place of disgust, however, but rather because she had hit 
him in a sore spot. 

Seeing Shihoko’s refusal to carry on any further, Shuuto and Amane 
kept up a faint but dry smile. 


“Well, it’s not something that we, who just met you, should be 
proud of saying... but if you try to stop your child from walking down 
the path he is carving out for himself, the child will not accept you. It’s 


one thing if your child is clearly going down the wrong path, but that is 
not the case.” 


Shuuto tightened his grip and observed Daiki, showing the same 
smile as Shihoko. Amane scratched his cheek and sighed softly. 

Amane didn’t think it was his place to interfere too much. But for 
better or worse, Daiki understood that he himself was a stubborn man, 
and he knew that what Amane’s parents saw and what he saw were 
different. 

If Daiki knew that Chitose wasn’t a bad person, then his decisions 
were confirmed to be based solely on differences in perception and 
demand. 


“Daiki-san, let me say something too. Um, Daiki-san... I don’t think 
you like Chitose too much, but... she’s definitely not a bad person. 
Lately, she’s been agonizing over how to get you to acknowledge her, 
and she’s been working even harder than before. I can’t tell you to 
accept her, but... please take a good look at her.” 


Daiki has a tolerance level that was hard to overcome, and with 
that, Chitose herself may not be able to do much about it. She wasn’t 
exceptionally dumb, and she was someone who could read the mood 
when it mattered most. She was often also considerate of others and 
their position. 

If he had to put his finger on it, their turmoil stemmed from his 
difference in ideals, and Amane didn’t want that to be the sole reason 
for Itsuki’s father to completely deny Chitose. He spoke his mind 
hesitantly and awkwardly averted his gaze once finished, but Daiki’s 
eyes widened slightly. 


“...I understand that Fujimiya-kun thinks highly of my son and that 
he places his trust in her. I am also aware of the effort my son exerts. 
And the fact that children should not be bound by the shackles of their 
parents’ will. However...” 


“However?” 


“...I don’t think she has influenced my son in a positive way. Even 
if you have been positively influenced by that son of mine, my 
assessment of her will not change. I want you to understand that.” 


Amane’s words, so to speak, were influenced by Itsuki’s feelings and 
not from his own personal standpoint. It wasn’t something that 
considered Daiki’s position or feelings on the matter. 

Amane also understood that the words of an outsider like himself 
wouldn’t be enough to make him waver, but... the fact that he’d been 
rejected head-on, albeit softly, made his heart ache subtly. 


(I knew it wasn’t something I could interfere with, but even so...) 


This was a problem between Daiki and Chitose, and there was no 
telling what Daiki truly thought about her. 

Unless he peeked deep into his heart, there was no way for him to 
know why Chitose was someone he couldn’t accept. 


“There is no need for you to worry, Fujimiya-kun. I do not intend to 
eliminate her. However, I have my own thoughts on the matter, and I do 
not approve of her. Please understand that.” 


“...That was impudent of me.” 


“There’s no need for that, I’m glad my son has made friends like 
you. You appear to be genuinely worried about him.” 


Daiki didn’t look offended; he simply smiled faintly, but with a hint 
of bitterness. With calm eyes, he then reaffirmed his gaze on Amane and 
his parents. 


“Putting me aside, I would like you to continue to be friends with 
my son.” 


Lightly bowing his head, Daiki declared so in a firm and stiff voice 
before swiftly making his way to the exit, leaving them baffled in the 
process. 


Left behind, Amane understood that Daiki had his own way of 
thinking and let out a sigh bundled with a feeling akin to 
disappointment, dismay, or loneliness. 


4+ Oar 

“..Yowre usually so curt with Akazawa-san and Chitose-san, but 
you always stand up for them in situations like that.” 

After eating lunch, they parted ways with their parents, and after 
changing clothes to prepare for their afternoon shift, Amane and Mahiru 
were spending time in the waiting room twenty minutes before they 
needed to work. 

“ ..Well, we’re friends.” 

“You're not being honest, are you?” 


“Shut up. I’m honest with you, Mahiru.” 


“I don’t know if I should call it honest or direct... But sometimes 
you make me so surprised that it makes my heart race.” 


“Pm glad your heart’s beating so fast.” 

“Geez.” 

Appealing that she wasn’t disappointed, but that it couldn’t be 
helped, Mahiru patted him on the shoulder, to which Amane shrugged 
and replied: 

“Well, I won’t do anything too obvious when they can see what I’m 


doing, the pair of them would be overly considerate. Besides, I 
understand what Daiki-san is trying to say.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“Hmm... Their house is pretty luxurious. I’m sure you’ve never been 
there, Mahiru, but they’ve got a small mansion.” 


“A mansion...?” 
“That’s right, a mansion. It’s the pure Japanese type, too.” 


Amane was surprised when he was invited to hang out for the first 
time. Even Amane thought his house was spacious, but it was no match 
for a luxurious Japanese abode with detached houses, ponds and 
bridges, and a well-maintained garden. 

Itsuki himself seemed somewhat embarrassed, saying, “It’s an old- 
fashioned house, right?” But for Amane, it was less old-fashioned and 
more historical, and he thought of it as a well-kept and splendid house. 


“Well, that’s the kind of family he comes from. Apparently, he has 
an older brother, so he’s the one who will take over the family, but that 
doesn’t change the fact that he’s the second son of the Akazawas.” 


“I see.” 


“Well, Itsuki’s argument is that he’s the second son and won’t 
inherit the family, so he should let him do as he pleases. He keeps 
saying he doesn’t want his parents to restrict his relationship.” 


He could understand what Itsuki was saying, and he could 
understand why he didn’t want his parents to decide since he was old 
enough to think for himself. 

From what Amane heard Daiki say earlier, he couldn’t sense that he 
was refusing Chitose due to her lineage, or because Itsuki had changed 
for the worse after dating Chitose. He felt like there was a different 
deciding factor preventing him from accepting Chitose. 

He wouldn’t know what exactly it was unless he were to ask him 
directly, but he could understand why Daiki didn’t seem to want to tell 
him. 


Well, even with that, Amane had no intention of siding with Daiki, 
who wouldn’t listen to the wishes of the people involved. 


“Pm sure Daiki-san has his own reasons, but from my point of view, 
forcing them to split would only cause backlash and conflict, and the 
better course of action would be to let them get closer. That’s thinking 
in terms of their future, and their feelings as well.” 


“Well, I might be able to say this precisely because I’m not 
involved.” Amane tightened his grip and shrugged, and Mahiru stared at 
him, before lowering her head. 


“Im a little jealous of Akazawa.” 
“Jealous?” 


Hearing something he hadn’t expected at all, his eyes naturally 
widened. 

Mahiru prefaced her words with a troubled smile before continuing, 
“Tt may be a little imprudent of me,” and gently spun her words as she 
sighed. 


“Of course, I don’t think this is an easy situation for them. Even so, 
his father is interfering because he cares about his son’s future, doesn’t 
he? I can’t deny that he is forcing his ideals on them in the process... 
but that doesn’t change the fact that it comes from a place of parental 
love.” 


Hearing Mahiru say the words ‘parental love,’ Amane braced his 
body in a way that she wouldn’t notice. 


“Ah, there’s no need to worry about me.” 
Appearing to notice Amane’s worry, she smiled faintly and lowered 


her eyes, twiddling with the ends of her flowing hair and wrapping it 
around her fingers. 


“I don’t have much to say about my parents at the moment, but 
from the point of view of someone like me, who didn’t have any familial 
bonds to rely on, I’m envious. Even if they reach out now, I don't think 
TIl ever take their hand.” 


“T already consider our bond irreparable,” she added softly, swirling 
her hair once more in a circle-like motion. 


Noticing her unconscious display of tension and aversion, Amane 
didn’t pursue her gestures too deeply and removed the untidy pieces of 
hair caught in her fingers, gently stroking her white cheeks. 

Mahiru’s gaze darted upward. 

Aware of her somewhat wavering gaze as she looked up at him, 
Amane didn’t dare to point it out. He smiled at her, quietly. 


“Well, my parents are there for you, Mahiru, so you can experience 
all the wonders of familial love. If anything, my parents would say 
you’re too good for me.” 


For the Fujimiya family, Mahiru was practically their daughter now. 

If she so wanted, she could be loved and doted on more than 
Amane, their biological son, and this was especially true as his parents 
had realized that Mahiru was starved for love. They would treat her just 
that much more endearingly. 

Mahiru, whose eyes fluttered at Amane’s words, slowly began to 
relax as if his words had deeply sunk in and convinced her. 


“ ..Hehe, that’s not true. You’re wonderful, Amane-kun.” 


“Thanks for that... You don’t have to worry so much about it. 
You're loved by us, after all.” 


“Yes.” 


Mahiru shyly leaned in next to him, and Amane accepted her with a 
faint smile and quietly sidled up to her for a little while. 


Chapter |2 


“Oh my, Mahiru-chan, that’s a very cute outfit you’re wearing.” 


Amane’s parents arrived early into their shift. Amane, along with 
Mahiru, forced his stiff cheeks to turn into a smile as he greeted them. 

Seeing Mahiru’s maid outfit, Shihoko’s eyes were shining clear as 
day and was enthusiastically eyeing up her attire, even touching it for 
good measure. 

Mahiru smiled wryly as if she was already used to it, but as far as 
the rules were concerned, it was something they had to reject. Even if 
they knew each other, once you set a precedent in public, others will get 
the wrong idea and start doing it too. That’s what they had to avoid. 

Mahiru was lost in her rhythm and let Shihoko touch as she 
pleased, so Amane sighed and held his arm out to stop her. 


“Dear customer, please refrain from touching our maid.” 
“Oh my. So you’re Amane’s personal maid.” 


“Tf you think about it normally, that’s what a maid is!” 


Amane’s cheeks tightened even more as she asserted Mahiru as his 
‘personal maid,’ but Shihoko didn’t seem to mind. 

Amane, also realizing that there was no point in trying to smooth 
things over, decided to handle the situation with honesty. 


“Oh my, what a sharp-tongued waiter... By the way, by saying I 
can’t touch her are you trying to keep her to yourself?” 


“No, it’s the rules here. Touching is strictly forbidden. We don’t give 
that kind of service. I can’t set an example for the other customers, so 
please don’t.” 


“Even if Pm her mother?” 
“No. Also, you’re not her mother yet.” 


Likely, Shihoko already saw herself as Mahiru’s mother. Rather, she 
seemed more like a mother than Mahiru’s own parents did, and if she 
wanted, she could be doted on more than even Amane, Shihoko’s own 
son, but even so, her relation now was still that of her son’s girlfriend. 

As far as Amane was concerned, he wanted to show his parents to 
their seats as soon as possible rather than play along with their teasing, 
especially since several groups of people have been glancing at him for a 
while now. Even his classmates looked his way and it clearly made him 
embarrassed. 


“What’s the big deal? Either way, the result is the same.” 
“So... that’s enough. Let me show you the way.” 


“Yeah, there are still customers here. Maybe you should show me 
the way. Nice to meet you, waiter.” 


The corners of Shihoko’s mouth twitched as she smiled, but the 
silent Shuuto apologized with his gaze, so Amane secretly sighed and 
switched his expression to one aimed toward customers. 


“My apologies. I shall guide you to your seat.” 


Holding back her laughter, Shihoko tried to smooth things over 
with Amane, but he ignored her and brought them over to some empty 
seats. Mahiru had returned to serving customers and was taking orders 
from other tables. 

Nearly sighing in embarrassment, he wondered why he had to show 
this side of him to his parents, but he held back and handed the menu 
over to them. 


“This here is our menu. You can only order in sets, but please 
understand.” 


“Oh, I see. What about you, Shuuto-san?” 
“Let’s see, what do you recommend, waiter?” 


“Tf you like coffee, you can have an A-set, and if you like black tea, 
you can have a C-set.” 


Shuuto didn’t tease him as Shihoko did, but it was still a little 
flustering for Amane to see him smiling at him. He was fine serving his 
classmates, but he found it embarrassing to serve his family. 

As for Shihoko, she was already grinning, so she was much more 
bothersome. 

“That reminds me, what about taking the maid home with you?” 

“We don’t offer such services.” 


“But you’re taking her home with you, Amane.” 


“I don’t understand what you’re saying. What would you like to 
order?” 


Smiling, Shihoko pursed her lips in disappointment at Amane’s firm 


refusal to continue the conversation. 

He wasn’t sure how to feel about seeing such a childish gesture 
from Shihoko at her age, but in a way, it was amazing that she could 
make it look so playful, showing no hint of pain or discomfort even 
though she was his mother. 


“Yeah, I suppose Ill have one A and one C-set each, then. Is that 
okay, Shihoko-san?” 


“Yes. Now we can enjoy both. As expected of Shuuto-san.” 

“Your tastes haven’t changed since then, Shihoko-san.” 

“Certainly. Please wait a moment.” 

Amane took the order and quickly left them. Either way, Amane 
knew perfectly well that they would soon start flirting anyway. 

Sure enough, he could hear their friendly conversation from behind 
him, so with a soft sigh, he went to relay their order to the team in the 
back, only to find his classmates staring at him from behind. 

“One A and one C each... What?” 

“Eh? Fujimiya’s parents?” 


“ ..Unfortunately.” 


“What do you mean, ‘unfortunately’? ...Well, you and your mom 
really do seem to have different personalities.” 


His classmates must have seen Shihoko’s cheerfulness, too. 
Comparing that to Amane, there was no way they were similar. 

His classmates glanced over at his parents who were chatting 
happily and exchanging smiles, and then looked back at Amane. 


“Ahh.” 


“What’s with that ‘ahh’?” 

“Well, I was just thinking that you’re similar to your father.” 
“Really? Well, I think I look more like my dad than my mom... 
“Yeah, yeah, you’re right.” 


His eyes narrowed as he nodded as if he had something else to say, 
but before Amane could ask what it was, his classmate hurriedly left 
while saying, “I have something to do!” 


Amane returned to his post, wondering what was going on with 
him. 
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Thanks to his classmate’s strange way of being considerate, he 
ended up being the one to serve his parents’ order, but quickly realized 
that Yuuta had been captured by them. 

From the look on his face, they seemed to be talking peacefully, 
Amane couldn’t help but worry that they were going to move on to 
some strange topics. 

He could count on Shuuto to restrain her, so he didn’t think that 
anything terrible that might affect his future was exposed, but Shuuto 
sometimes let things out naturally, so there was no guarantee that he 
wouldn’t say anything unnecessary. 

Keeping the tray in his hands steady, Amane swiftly moved over to 
their table and flatly announced, “It’s what you ordered,” before placing 
it on the table. 

He glared back at his parents without hiding his stare, wondering 
what they were doing, but they simply smiled back at him, so it didn’t 
seem to have any effect at all. 

Yuuta blinked at the sight of Amane, then smiled blissfully. 


“What’re you doing, Kadowaki...?” 
“I thought I’d go say hello while I’m serving the food.” 


He had a bottle of water and ice in his hand, so what he was saying 
was no lie. 


“Still, I didn’t know Fujimiya’s mother was so beautiful.” 


“Oh, you’re good at this, Yuuta-kun. You still lose to Shuuto-san, 
but you’re handsome too.” 


“Ahaha, it’s an honor.” 


Since she was casually calling Yuuta’s name, Amane broke out in a 
cold sweat wondering when they’d got to know each other, but the 
mood between them was peaceful as if none of the three noticed 
Amane’s growing impatience. 


“Thank you for getting along with my child. But he’s blunt and has 
a sharp tongue sometimes, doesn’t he?” 


“That’s not true. While you’d be right that he didn’t smile much, he 
still managed to express his emotions very well, and even with his sharp 
tongue, he never badmouths others. I could see that he was a kind and 
good person. Besides, he’s been making so many warm expressions 
lately, and I think it’s all thanks to Shiina-san.” 

“Oh, dear...” 

“H-Hey, please stop. It’s embarrassing.” 


“Huh? It’s true though...” 


“Putting aside whether it’s true or not, just don’t say it right in front 
of me.” 


Yuuta didn’t make fun of him and was serious about everything he 
said, but it was still embarrassing for him to say so while Amane was 
there, especially since it was to his parents. 

Even Itsuki had a similar exchange with Shuuto, it seemed that 
today was the day that Amane’s friends sought to make him thoroughly 
embarrassed. 


“But Fujimiya, you won’t accept it unless I look you straight in the 
eye and say it. This is fine once in a while, don’t you think?” 


“Not so fast. If that’s the case, you should tell me directly instead of 
my parents.” 


“You think so? Thank you as always. I’m glad I’m friends with you, 
Fujimiya.” 


“Thanks.” 

Amane couldn’t refuse when Yuuta said so with an innocent and 
benign smile and gave a groan in response. His parents let out cheerful 
voices of their own as they watched the pair of them. 

“Tm glad you two seem to get along.” 

“Shut up. Kadowaki, get back to work.” 

“You're right. Sorry for taking up your time. See you next time.” 

Amane was slightly disturbed by the words ‘next time,’ but Yuuta 
smiled and returned with a bottle in his hand. 

Amane’s back was limp from all the day’s exhaustion catching up to 
him. 


“Yow’re blessed with friends, Amane.” 


“Yeah, you’re right...” 


Amane was too tired to spare any energy to resist and casually 
affirmed Shuuto’s words. 

In fact, he truly was blessed with friends, but that was a different 
matter. Being made to feel so embarrassed was something Amane wasn’t 
so happy about. 

Shuuto smiled wryly at Amane’s sulky expression and picked up the 
coffee on the table. 


“Well, it may have been unnecessary for me to meddle, but I was 
worried. It’s been a year and a half since you left your hometown, but 
I’m glad you’re doing well.” 


Shuuto seemed to be concerned about Amane’s situation and 
surroundings in his own way, but Amane still wished he wouldn’t be too 
curious about his circle of friends. Regardless, he was getting closer to 
those friends of his, so there was nothing he could do about it. 


“He’s opened up to his classmates, but more than anything he’s 
always smiling at Shiina-san.” 


“T think today’s definitely your fault.” 

“Sorry about that. Well, I think it’s a little late for that.” 

“Shut up.” 

Lately, Amane always smiled just by being next to Mahiru and 
watching her from afar, so it may be late in a sense, but even so, he 
didn’t think he deserved the gazes he received. 


Even when he gave the carefree Shuuto a sharp look, Amane was 
given a soft and tender smile in return, so he turned away in protest. 


Festival s End 
and Apterparity 


“Pm so tired...” 


Amane released a heavy sigh, listening to the announcement 
marking the end of the cultural festival that reverberated throughout the 
school. 

After his parents left the café, his classmates started teasing him, 
and it wasn’t just a one-time ordeal. Amane was already on edge from 
dealing with customers in ways he wasn’t used to, but even his 
classmates seemed to be having fun teasing him, so he was accumulating 
more mental fatigue than physical exhaustion. 

Yet, it had all come to an end already, and he relaxed his shoulders 
at the repeated broadcasts. 


“Hey, good work out there, everyone! Seriously, we were much 
busier than expected.” 


Waiting for the customers to leave and broadcast to end, Itsuki 
cackled and gathered around his classmates. 

The brief yet seemingly lengthy cultural festival had now come to 
an end, and everyone wore expressions filled with a sense of 
accomplishment. However, they were clearly very fatigued, given how 
busy their class had been over the last two days. 


“Anyway, let’s clean up before we start celebrating. Honestly, 


cleaning up is the hardest part, so it takes more effort than preparing. I 
was told the school will dispose of all the trash, so let’s get a move on 
and gather it all in one place.” 


“Ugeh.” 
“What a pain, no way.” 


As soon as the cleanup was mentioned, the atmosphere in the room 
quickly became languish and lethargic, and Itsuki flashed an awkward 
smile at how easy his classmates were to understand. Amane listened to 
him intently as he switched gears into cleaning mode and gathered trash 
from their café into a bag. 


“Now, now. Once we’ve finished up, we can have a party since 
we've got the day off tomorrow. Just give it up and get your hands 
moving.” 


“That includes you as well.” 


“I am working, I’m giving out orders... Ow, I get it, so don’t fool 
about.” 


A classmate prodded at Itsuki, who was puffing his chest out in 
pride in front of the blackboard. He responded with a chuckle, likely 
used to being toyed with, and lent a hand with the cleanup. 


“Tll charge you for attending the party after it’s over, so don’t go 
telling me you used up all your money at the cultural festival.” 


“Crap, do I have any money?” 


“You wrote your name on the list, so you’re going to participate, 
right? If you don’t have enough, you can borrow it from someone or 
borrow it from me. Choose whichever fits you best. My interest rate is 
an extra hundred percent each day.” 


“What kind of extortion is this?” 


“If you don’t like it, then hurry up and take care of it and get to 
work. The interest will be negotiable.” 


“You get to work too, Itsuki.” 


Itsuki raised his fist in the air to encourage his classmates, saying, 
“Let’s get this over with and head to the afterparty,” while his 
classmates patted him on the shoulder. He tossed nearby cutlery into a 
bag, and Mahiru was looking at him as she cleaned up in the same way. 


“He’s really energetic.” 
“It’s basically his trademark.” 
“Where was the afterparty planned to be hosted?” 


“He mentioned that he reserved a few rooms at a karaoke place. 
After that, everyone’s free to participate in the afterparty if they want.” 


The afterparty was a celebration held only for those who told him 
they were coming in advance. It happened last year in a similar fashion, 
but Amane didn’t attend. This time he was also familiar with Mahiru 
and Chitose, not to mention Itsuki, and also felt that he had a stronger 
bond with the rest of his class, so he decided to join, although not 
without any reluctance. 

Truth be told, Amane wasn’t the best at singing in public, so if 
possible, he wanted to stay on the sidelines as a listener, but he was 
worried about what to do if Itsuki ended up forcing the microphone on 
him. 


“It’s fine if we come home a little late, but I guess Pm not just used 
to lively events like this. Pll probably just go home after karaoke.” 


His parents had planned to stay over at a hotel for a few days, so 
there wasn’t much reason for him to rush home. He offered for them to 


stay at his apartment for a while, but Shihoko declined, reasoning, “I 
don’t want to get in the way of your flirting with Mahiru-chan, and 
besides, I can’t get comfortable with Shuuto-san in your apartment, now, 
can I?” 


Shihoko’s words contained a mixture of consideration and 
gratitude, and Amane obediently took her up on her offer. 

As for Amane, being teased for spending time with Mahiru was the 
usual affair during his visit home during summer vacation. If he could 
avoid a similar situation, he would jump at the chance. 


“That’s what I intend to do too. I’ve already prepared dinner.” 
“Youre very capable.” 


“Since it reduces the effort needed once we’re home, it’s worth 
doing.” 


Mahiru smiled at him as Amane looked at her in admiration. She 
said such a thing as if it were the most natural thing in the world, and 
he swore to be more considerate of her efforts, and as a start, psyched 
himself up to clean up what was in front of him. 


$1 %.¢ 


Having finished cleaning up, Amane and the others headed out for 
the afterparty, feeling exhausted. 

They had reserved three rooms at the Karaoke place and decided to 
split the students into three groups for each room. This was out of 
Itsuki’s consideration, and he placed students friendly with each other in 
the same groups. 

Amane’s group consisted of students he usually chatted with. 
Starting with Mahiru, there was Itsuki, Chitose, Yuuta, Kazuya, Makoto, 
and finally, Ayaka, who he had recently started talking to. 

The girls seemed subtly disappointed that Yuuta was placed in a 


different group, but were at ease once they realized the other girls in the 
group already had boyfriends, and wouldn’t bat an eye at Yuuta. 
Incidentally, the girls heading into other rooms grinned while teasing, 
“Youw’re with Shiina-san, so flirt as much as you want,” and Amane 
returned them a frown. 


“Anyway, good work today—” 


Following Itsuki’s lead, who raised his cup of cider from the drink 
bar and made a toast, everyone in the room lifted their drinks. 

They didn’t touch cups, for their distance was too far, and simply 
gestured instead. Finishing the toast, Amane brought his melon soda 
towards his lips. 

With its rather unique flavor and aroma giving him a feeling akin to 
junk food, Amane enjoyed the drink, but once he let Mahiru, who 
expressed her want to have a sip, taste it, her expression darkened. It 
didn’t seem to be to her taste. Amane knew she wasn’t so good with 
carbonated drinks, and expected as much. 

The teary-eyed Mahiru sidled up to Amane as she drank her own 
oolong tea. She was probably tired, but being at karaoke with a large 
crowd must have made her uneasy. 


“No, really, good work out there. You really took the spotlight this 
time around, Kido.” 


Itsuki, who had downed his own cider in one large gulp, plopped 
down on a chair and nodded happily. 

Once she was mentioned, Ayaka let out a wry laugh as she sipped 
her water. 


“Tt’s all thanks to the owner of the store. I was surprised that they 
were generous enough to lend me so many of their costumes, though.” 


“Let’s prepare them an assortment of sweets as a token of 
gratitude.” 


“Tkkun, it’s rare for you to be so serious.” 


“Woah there, Chi-san. Don’t you think you’re being a little rude? 
Even I have times I get serious.” 


“Just how often is that?” 
“...Once every six months, I guess?” 
“You can’t do that!” 


Amane let out a relaxed sigh as he observed the lively atmosphere 
of those around him. 

Even if they were all on talking terms, it was hard for him to say 
much with such a large group, he wasn’t a natural like Itsuki was, nor 
did he have high-spec communication skills. As long as he wasn’t 
brought up, he didn’t intend on forcing himself into their conversation. 

Mahiru watched with a calm smile as things got livelier. It seemed 
she wasn’t used to lively events, but she didn’t seem to hate them, so 
watching over them may be the most enjoyable thing for her. 


“ ,.Why are you watching from the sidelines like it’s none of your 
business? Amane, stop flirting and come over here.” 


“T know, I know, so don’t stand up so suddenly. It’s so cramped.” 

They secured a room with a decent amount of space, but as 
expected, a group of eight made for quite a tight fit. He’d get in their 
way with too much movement and would prefer for them to stay put if 
possible. 


“Come over, Mahirun~ Let’s make fun of Ikkun.” 


“Hey, let’s not do that, shall we? ...Wait, Shiina-san, are you bad at 
karaoke?” 


“N-No, it’s not that I’m bad at it...” 


As Mahiru fidgeted and shrank back, Chitose seemed to realize 
something as she turned to look upwards and let out a melodic, “Ohh.” 


“ ..Hmm. I think Mahirun’s repertoire of songs is why she doesn’t 
want to sing. I heard she usually only plays piano melodies or western 
songs with lyrics to help her study English.” 

“How mature... I guess that’s Shiina-san for you.” 

“Don’t you listen to some with Amane?” 

“Tm just not a music kind of guy, basically.” 

He kept a splendid musical component in the living room, but it 
served more as decoration than for usage. There may have been an off- 
chance it was used to play music, but that was about it. 

In the first place, Amane spent most of his time with Mahiru and 
didn’t even think of playing any songs in his free time. For him, her 
voice was much more soothing. 

“Makochin, what about you and the others?” 


“Well, only the popular stuff...” 


“I don’t listen to much music, but ’ve heard my grandmother play 
the koto before.” 


“There’s something strange about that. ...By the way, speaking of 
music, Yuuta.” 


Itsuki, who had suddenly changed the subject, directed a look of 
dissatisfaction toward the smiling Yuuta. 


“Why didn’t you tell me about the concert? If you’d told me, I 
would’ve changed my shift beforehand. You heartless bastard.” 


Seemingly, Itsuki had complaints about the fact that Yuuta had 


secretly held a concert at the cultural festival, and slapped the table just 
hard enough to not spill any drinks. 

Bothered by the shaking table, Makoto softly muttered, “He 
probably didn’t invite you because you would have made a fuss.” 


Yuuta flashed an awkward smile at Itsuki’s anger-clad face and 
showed no sign of being apologetic. One could tell that he was used to 
handling him. 


“T didn’t tell you because I thought you’d do that. I don’t want to 
show you.” 


“That’s so unfair, even though Amane and the others watched.” 
“It’s fine, isn’t it? We often go to karaoke together, Itsuki.” 


“No no, I just wanted to see your big moment. But it can’t be 
helped, Ill forgive you if you do a solo concert here.” 


“Yes...” 

Perplexed, Yuuta made eye contact with Amane after hearing 
Itsuki’s troubling and reckless request. 

Amane immediately looked away as he felt a bad omen, but sensed 
Yuuta’s smile directed at him from the side. 

“Then, let me sacrifice Fujimiya as well.” 


“Why!?” 


“Either way, we’re here at karaoke, so you have to sing in front of 
everyone, right? It won’t change even if we sing together.” 


“Oh, we suddenly got some more live singers. It’s getting good, 
keep it up.” 


Itsuki cheered both of them, thinking that if Amane was joining in, 


Yuuta would sing for him in high spirits. 

The afterparty mood must have got to Chitose and Ayaka, too, for 
they also cheered them on, half-genuine and half in jest. 

As far as Amane was concerned, the last thing he wanted was to 
perform a duet with a partner who was a great singer and he shifted his 
gaze toward Mahiru for help— 


“I don’t think I’ve ever heard you sing before. This is a good 
opportunity...” 


With that, she was clearly on Itsuki’s side, so Amane’s shoulders 
trembled as he muttered, “Itsuki... Kadowaki... you better remember 
this later,” and in desperation, reached for the microphone lying on the 
table. 
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Everyone must have been in high spirits because of the afterparty, 
since in the end, Amane was forced to sing a myriad of songs by 
everyone around him, and by the time the requests were all fulfilled, he 
was completely spent. 

Yuuta, who had been singing alongside him, was calm, so it must 
have been a difference in their physical endurance. 


“Nice work. You were really good.” 

Mahiru greeted Amane’s return with a gentle smile, and her eyes 
were shining brighter than usual, so she too must have been influenced 
by the afterparty spirit. 

“ ,.You were rather into it, Mahiru.” 


“B-But... the way you sang looked so charming.” 


“Thanks for that. But now it’s your turn.” 


“Eh?” 

“Chitose, I’ll lend Mahiru to you, so go sing with her next.” 

He called out to Chitose and readily offered his girlfriend, who was 
in a delightful mood, as the next chosen sacrifice. 

Chitose gave him a look of suspicion, but then she smiled at 
Amane’s offer and replied with a well-humored, “Leave it to me!” 

“Eh? Wait!” 

“Tm sure you'll enjoy it, Mahirun. I want to hear you sing too.” 


“Th-That’s...” 


“Mahiru, if it’s a song Chitose chooses, I’m sure you'll be able to 
understand it, so there’s no problem.” 


“J-Isn’t there a problem...? Chi-Chitose-saaann.” 


“Come on, come on, Mahirun, get it together. Either way, 
everyone’s excited and we’re all going to sing.” 


Amane waved them off as Chitose took her by the hand, eager to 
get up and sing. 

Mahiru cast him a reproachful gaze, but since the same had 
happened to Amane, he wished for her to take the stage graciously. 


“This is yet another experience,” He said with a nod as he watched 
Mahiru’s flustered figure as she was handed a microphone, and he 
narrowed his eyes in satisfaction. Yuuta, standing beside him, picked at 
his fries with a wry smile. 


“Won’t Shiina-san get back at you later?” 


“At most she’ll get a few hits in.” 


It was a rather cute way of her taking her revenge, and Amane 
looked forward to seeing her reaction. 

Yuuta shrugged at Amane’s nonchalant attitude, then gazed brightly 
at Mahiru, who had started to sing despite her flustered appearance. 

Other than swimming, Mahiru could do pretty much anything, and 
that included singing. She sang with a clear voice that was very pleasant 
to the ears, perhaps aided by the song being of traditional Japanese 
style. Everyone stopped chatting to listen intently. 

Amane’s cheeks relaxed the sound of her singing, feeling as if he 
would drift off to sleep as if she were singing him a lullaby at night. 

Chitose was singing in a soft tone that harmonized well with 
Mahiru’s, but she too was rather adept at singing. In fact, since she was 
more familiar with the song, she was able to better match her voice with 
the lyrics and was likely better than Mahiru in terms of raw skill. 

She let out a pleased expression, and Amane had a feeling that 
Mahiru wouldn’t be let free after just one song. 


(Well, Mahiru seems to be enjoying herself, so it’s fine) 


Her expression, which had shown hints of dissatisfaction when 
nominated, was now soft and relaxed, and she was clearly enjoying 
herself even though she was embarrassed. 

She had no experience going to karaoke with a large group but 
seemed to be enjoying the current situation, and seeing this, Amane was 
satisfied as well. 


“...Come to think of it, you two are going home after karaoke, 
right?” 


As Amane gazed at Mahiru, who was holding the microphone with 
a composed attitude, Yuuta, who had come up next to him, asked in a 
quiet voice that only he could hear. 


“Yeah. The thing is, no matter how much I’m always with her, it’s 
still dangerous to let her walk outside too late, and besides, Mahiru’s 
already prepared our dinner.” 


“Man, it seriously feels like you two are living together now.” 
“Shut it.” 


Apart from sleeping, getting dressed, and returning home for a bath, 
Mahiru was almost at Amane’s house all the time. 

The reason it had become the norm and didn’t feel out of place for 
them was likely because Mahiru was involved so much in Amane’s life. 


“So you two will be leaving after karaoke, right? Understood. The 
other girls may get disappointed, but it can’t be helped.” 


“Of course, there are people who’d be disappointed if Mahiru 
weren't here.” 


“Ahaha. You really don’t think about yourself.” 


Yuuta smiled wryly and prodded him on the shoulder, and Amane 
poked back at his sides with the assertion that he couldn’t be lumped in 
with the likes of him or Mahiru. 

Amane wasn’t as popular as either of them, even though he had 
classmates he’d recently opened up to, and even if they were 
disappointed at him leaving early, the reason was probably that he was 
a couple with Mahiru. 

For some reason, his classmates were watching over him warmly, so 
he felt like that was the cause. 


“Well, when it comes to you, Fujimiya, you’re treated similarly to 
Shiina-san. I’m sure there are a lot of people in the class who like your 
personality. You’re surprisingly easy to get along with once they get to 
know you, and you're great at taking care of people.” 


“Pm glad there’s someone who feels that way. But Ill still just go 
home for today.” 


“Ahaha, if you’ve already decided on your plans, then it can’t be 


helped. I hope you’ll get another chance to socialize with everyone in 
the class.” 


“You're right.” 


Even Amane, who wasn’t very good at socializing, felt that he’d 
deepened his relationships with his classmates through the cultural 
festival, and he thought that it was a kind of blessing. 

As he expected, he would be troubled if it was frequent, but it 
wasn’t a bad idea to hang out with his classmates once in a while. That 
was one of the major benefits that arose from the cultural festival. 

His understanding that he’d achieved a mentality that wasn’t 
possible for him last year gave him a ticklish feeling, and he returned 
the smiling Yuuta a calm smile of his own. 
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“Hey, Amane.” 


Finishing his drink, Amane headed for the drink bar wondering 
what to choose next when Itsuki came over and called out to him in a 
somewhat stiff tone. 

Though he was drowned out by the music, for some reason, Amane 
heard him rather clearly, and his expression naturally tensed up. 


“Is something the matter?” 
Itsuki seemed different from when he’d been cheerfully setting the 
mood earlier, so Amane had a vague idea of what he wanted to ask, but 


even so, he dared to offer the same reply as always. 


“Today, did you talk to Dad about something after I left with Chi 
earlier?” 


“Its a little hard to say, but I did talk with him. It’s not like he 


was bad-mouthing you two or anything. He just said hello to my parents 
and talked to them for a bit.” 


“T see. I thought Dad might say something weird.” 


“You don’t trust your father, do you? ...Well, I don’t know what to 
say, but I don’t think there was anything for you to worry about.” 


As the ice poured into his cup with a clatter, Amane tried to make 
his voice as soft as possible to not let any unnecessary emotions rise up 
and get in the way. 

Even if he was overly considerate, Itsuki would smile and hide 
everything, so Amane had no choice but to keep a certain distance and 
mention the details flatly. 

He pressed the button for the melon soda to appeal that he didn’t 
seem to be bothered, and his cup swiftly changed color from clear to 
lime green. The chime of the creaking ice and the light popping sound 
of the carbonation eased the heavy silence that followed his words. 

Amane squinted lightly at the drink’s refreshing sweetness and the 
sensation of it spilling down his throat, and smiled at Itsuki standing in 
front of him silently. 


“Well, I don’t know about your family situation or the feud between 
Daiki-san and Chitose... or rather, I don’t know why he wouldn't 
approve of her that much. But I think it’s better for the two of you to be 
together, and it wouldn’t feel the same if that wasn’t the case... Chitose 
is the one for you, so I hope it goes well. I can’t imagine you two 
drifting apart.” 


Unaware of whether the cool sensation of his drink was enough to 
fool himself, Amane’s cheeks grew a little hot once he realized that he 
was acting out of character with his words of encouragement. 

Despite that, Amane thought that he had to say it, so he did. Itsuki’s 
face trembled slightly as he listened, as if he were about to cry for a 
moment, but then immediately covered it up with a mischievous yet 
embarrassed smile. 


“What is it?” 

“Well, how should I put it? It’s embarrassing.” 

“Just who do you think made me say it?” 

“Nyahaha, that would be me. I’m the one who brought it up.” 


Amane didn’t say anything about the brief change in Itsuki’s 
expression, simply responding as normal, and Itsuki seemed relieved. 

Thinking back, Itsuki was probably waiting for Amane to finish his 
drink and head over to the drink bar, assuming it would be an 
appropriate place to talk. 

Itsuki had approached him empty-handed and leaned against the 
wall of the store. Amane stood next to him, his cup crinkling. 

The girls would probably be having fun for a while anyway. It 
would pose no problem if they moved away from the group for a while. 


“’,.One way or another, I get what Dad’s trying to say. I get why he 
doesn’t like Chi.” 


Amane listened to the singing leaking out from adjacent rooms as 
he waited for him to speak, and Itsuki slowly opened his mouth after a 
brief period of silence. 

“Ts it okay for you to tell me this?” 

“Tm saying it on my own.” 


“T see.” 


“If that’s the case, there’s no need to complain,” Amane readily 
accepted, but Itsuki shrugged with a funny smile. 


“Its probably my brother’s fault. He’s partly the reason why my 
father doesn’t approve of Chi.” 


“Come to think of it, you had an older brother.” 


Itsuki didn’t really want to talk about his own family, but Amane 
once heard that he had an older brother that was a working adult. He 
also knew that the siblings weren’t on the best of terms. 


“Yeah, that’s right. He’s eight years older than me, and he’s already 
a fine older brother, a working adult even. For better or worse, he 
doesn’t look like me. He was a serious, honest, and sincere son that Dad 
was proud of.” 


“,..Was?” 
“He hit his rebellious phase when he became an adult.” 


Itsuki announced in a voice that was devoid of emotion, yet he 
continued to smile, and looked at Amane with a look that said, “You 
kind of know, don’t you, Amane?” 


“As you may have guessed, my family is of a fairly good lineage. My 
father trained me well to not be ashamed of my blood.” 


“ Judging by the education you received in the past, I’m sure it 
was the same for him.” 


“My brother was a much stricter person than I, however. Everyone’s 
expectations were on him inheriting the family, and he was given an 
education befitting that role. In fact, because of his nature, he didn’t 
seem to have any doubts about it at the time.” 


After Itsuki murmured from a younger sibling’s perspective that his 
brother had always been a firm and diligent individual, he gave off a 
faint, cold smile. 


“But as he grew up, as he went out into society, and one day he 
realized something. He wondered about why he had to live such a 
predetermined life, and if there was really nothing that he wanted to do 


himself.” 
“That’s...” 


“I don’t think my father’s upbringing was all that bad, and he 
certainly had a lot of love for us in his own way. I think he loved us 
siblings more than my mother, who was a workaholic with a lot of 
fundamental flaws in her life.” 


It was true that Amane had never actually seen Itsuki’s mother 
before, and thinking back, he had never once mentioned his mother in 
conversation, to begin with. As far as Amane could tell, Daiki was 
concerned about his son, and he was trying to interact with him. 


“Even so, my brother then realized that he was just walking down 
one of the paths paved by our parents and that he hadn’t chosen 
anything for himself. That’s when he went on to meet the woman of his 
dreams... Well, she’s his wife now, but before that, my brother went 
against Dad for the first time. He faced him and declared, ‘This is the 
woman I will marry! If you say you’re against it, I will not inherit the 
family!” 


“...Could that be why your brother was never at home...?” 


Now that he thought about it, Amane had never seen the elder 
Akazawa when visiting their family household before. That’s why he 
was only aware that he had an older brother from a past conversation, 
but giving it some thought, it was indeed strange that the elder sibling 
was never to be seen at his house, especially since he was the family 
heir. 


“Yeah. There were a lot of twists and turns, but my brother did 
indeed leave the house. That all happened back during my middle 
school days. And for the time being, my brother is convinced that he’s 
going to inherit the family now, but there’s no telling when his mind 
might change, so Dad’s left in a nerve-wracking situation. So, back to 
the topic at hand, now that the heir of the family could change his mind 


any time, the burden fell back onto the second son.” 


The tone of his voice seemed to say it was a pain, but even Amane 
could predict the events that followed. 

He belonged to a family line that had been passed down through 
many generations, and if the eldest son was unable to succeed the family 
when an heir was needed, it would be natural for that duty to fall onto 
the second son. 


“To begin with, we were disciplined much more than the other 
families, but after the incident with my brother, the leash got even 
tighter. I had no choice but to act the part of a perfect honor student, 
until I met Chi, that is.” 


“I can’t imagine it.” 
“Tm completely different now, after all.” 


He could be lax at times, but Amane knew full well that Itsuki was 
serious at his core. 

The Itsuki that Amane got to know was a deliberate change in 
behavior from his past self. Amane understood that Itsuki could do most 
things if he tried seriously, and knew he was rather a talented person. 
However, the people around him would instead see him as reasonable, 
self-paced, and optimistic in nature. Itsuki preferred the way he was 
now and didn’t wish to change it. 


“Well, I met Chi and went through the same rebellious phase, so of 
course, Dad’s going to be flustered if he knew there was no future.” 


“...If even you disappear, the direct line will be in danger.” 
“Yeah, that’s right. On top of that, well... When Chi came to greet 
Dad, she was acting the way she acts now. It reminded him of my 


brother and his wife... so he couldn’t accept it.” 


From Daiki’s point of view, she resembled the woman who had 


strayed from the path and snatched away the eldest son he’d worked so 
hard to raise with great care. For him, it could have been traumatic. 

He could understand why it was hard for Daiki to accept. It wasn’t 
like he could equate them, though. 


“Well, that’s one of the main reasons Dad can’t accept Chi. The 
other reason is... because I got injured protecting her.” 


“Injured?” 


“Well, Pm sure Yuuta and the others were careful not to say 
anything about it. They wouldn’t want to make her feel guilty about it, 
after all. Oh, and don’t worry. It wasn’t a serious injury or anything.” 


Itsuki shrugged his shoulders exaggeratedly as if saying, “Good 
grief,” as he spoke in a light way that wouldn’t leave Amane burdened. 


“Well, I’m sure you know about the track and field feuds and the 
fact that a senior member of the track and field club fell in love with 
me, but in the end, after we started dating, the senior started targeting 
Chi again. She laid hands on her again, and I covered for her, saying 
that I didn’t want her to get hurt again, but in the end, I left with more 
injuries.” 


Itsuki was still speaking in a lighthearted tone, but Amane couldn’t 
help but feel that he got caught up in something rather outrageous, but 
for Itsuki, it must have been a thing of the past. His smile said it all. 


“It wasn’t that bad of an injury, but it happened at school, so it 
became a much bigger problem and my parents were called in. That’s 
how Dad found out about it, and once he realized that Chi was the spark 
of the unnecessary situation... his attitude toward Chi grew even more 
stubborn.” 


Around the end, Itsuki had a slight bitterness in his voice, but his 
lighthearted tone remained the same, which was why Amane could tell 
he was so angry and troubled. The more Itsuki opened up to others, the 


more he masked his weaknesses. 

From what Amane had been told, frankly speaking, he didn’t think 
this was a situation Chitose would do anything about. 

While it was true that Daiki and Chitose’s personalities weren’t 
compatible to begin with, there were other factors that were much more 
overwhelming. 

Getting caught in the crossfire in the feud between Daiki, Itsuki’s 
older brother, and his wife, and a senior club member’s assault caused 
by jealousy directed at her—they weren’t situations that Chitose had any 
control over. 

Amane wouldn’t go as far as to say that Chitose’s efforts were 
completely pointless, but her efforts alone wouldn’t be enough to 
overturn the fundamental factors at the heart of their problem. 


“That’s why it’s not like Chi didn’t put in enough effort or anything 
like that. It’s true that Chi couldn’t match Dad’s expectations, but the 
root of the problem lies elsewhere, and it’s between my Dad and me. 
Forcing my opinion and views without facing him properly, that’s what 
I’ve been doing.” 


“Did you tell Chitose about this?” 


“T haven’t. This was all just my speculation, but even so, I can’t 
explain it to Chi. Moving away from the problem with my brother and 
his wife, if we dig up information about the injury, Chi would definitely 
get hurt. It’s my fault... And she doesn’t want me to say that.” 


“Yeah.” 


“Its not her fault. Thats why I won’t accept Dad. It’s my fault I got 
hurt, so it doesn’t matter. I was just naive. I just couldn’t control my 
upperclassman. ...I won’t blame Chi for that.” 


As if throwing it all out at the end, Itsuki let out what had been 
bottling up out through his voice, and looked into Amane’s eyes, saying, 
“Don’t look so worried,” with his usual giddy smile. 


“Well, keep this a secret. It’s not like you want to cloud Chi’s smile, 
do you, Amane?” 


“Of course.” 
“Yes, yes. That’s what makes us best friends.” 


As Itsuki acted somewhat forcibly cheerful, Amane smiled silently 
and accepted his words. 


“Huh? You're not denying it?” 

“ ..You want me to deny it?” 

“No, don’t say that. I’ll gladly accept your affirmation.” 

“T didn’t even confirm it.” 

“Don’t raise it up and then drop it, okay!? Hey, best friend!” 
“Shut up and don’t shout in my ear.” 

“That’s harsh~” 


Amane noted that Itsuki wouldn’t be able to return to his usual 
demeanor by the time they got back to the room if they kept up such a 
solemn attitude, and understanding this, Itsuki adjusted the tone of his 
voice back to normal. 

It was as if nothing had happened, but their thoughts would remain 
true. 

In the blink of an eye, Itsuki returned back to his normal self, 
showing no hint of his serious attitude from moments earlier, and 
Amane rolled his tongue at how fast he changed gears. He then smiled 
as if everything were as normal, and returned to the room where 
everyone was making a fuss. 

All while not realizing that the carbonation in their drinks had long 
since disappeared. 


Chapter I4 


She Angel's Request 


After listening to what Itsuki had to say, they were still singing and 
chatting lightly with everyone, but it was already time for them to finish 
up. 

After this, the rest of the class would apparently go to the family 
restaurant where the afterparty was held and eat dinner together, but 
this was where Amane and Mahiru would part ways with them. 
Everyone was reluctant to leave them behind and Amane felt a little 
guilty, but Mahiru didn’t want to attend any of it, so he headed home. 

His body was a little tired from all the events going on in quick 
succession, from customer service at the cultural festival to cleaning up 
afterward and then the afterparty, but the fact that it wasn’t tiring 
enough to be called exhaustion was probably thanks to his training. He 
was still able to get home with light strides. 


“Ah, I’m tired.” 
“Fufu, good work today.” 


He ate a dinner they had quickly prepared and took a breather. 

Mahiru’s smile seemed to have subsided a little since they were 
both serving customers. It wasn’t like she was lacking in energy, but 
rather that Mahiru was suppressing the liveliness of her expressions. 

Amane was also bothered by the hint of awkwardness lingering in 
the air between them. 


“...Did something happen?” 
“Huh?” 


“No, it’s just that you’re acting a little different from usual. I was 
worried that something bad or troublesome happened at the cultural 
festival.” 


“N-No, there weren’t that many problems.” 
“You're not going to say it, are you.” 
“Well, it happened on the first day...” 
“...Sorry for reminding you.” 


“Ah, th-that’s not what I meant! ...It’s more like I have something 
on my mind right now.” 


He could tell from her demeanor that Mahiru wasn’t feeling 
anything negative like aversion or rejection, so he was puzzled at what 
was bothering her. 

Even as close as Amane and Mahiru were, they wouldn’t be able to 
get through to each other without words, which was why the two of 
them had decided to listen to each other. Mahiru understood this 
arrangement, but her lips squirmed as if she was having a hard time 
saying it. 

From her attitude, Amane wondered if he was the cause of her 
dissatisfaction. However, it wasn’t something he should blame himself 
for. 

‘Just what is going on here?’ He thought and looked straight into her 
slightly wavering caramel-colored eyes, and Mahiru opened her lips 
slightly in resignation. 


“’,.Didn’t I say that I have something to tell you after the cultural 
festival?” 


“Hm? Yeah, you did say that.” 


“About that... What should I say? Amane-kun, um, this isn’t the 
right way to put it, but you’re only thinking about me, right?” 


“Yeah.” 
“You don’t even look at other girls.” 
“Why are you saying something so obvious...?” 


No matter how you looked at it, turning your attention to other 
women when you already had a lover was bound to cause a lot of 
problems. 


“Pm really happy about that, and I think it’s a virtue for you, 
Amane-kun. You only look at me... so you probably don’t pay attention 
to what other girls think about you.” 


“Pm more worried about whether it’s okay for me to stand beside 
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you. 


“..With your personality, Amane-kun, you won’t notice when 
someone favors or likes you.” 


Amane was surprised. Blinking, his eyelids flickered at the words he 
hadn’t expected her to say and Mahiru had a faint but bitter smile on 
her face. 


“At karaoke earlier, when I happened to go to the bathroom, I 
heard a classmate saying that they were okay being with you, Amane- 
kun. It was the same during the cultural festival. Amane-kun, you were 
very cool and many customers said you were charming.” 


“I didn’t really notice that. Was it that bad?” 


“Yes... I am happy that everyone understands your charm. But at 


the same time, I want to be the only one who knows. The only one. 
Even if I understand that you will only ever look my way.” 


At the end of the day, Mahiru felt the same feelings as Amane held 
for her — though the nuance was a little different, she must have been 
jealous all the same. 


“Now that the cultural festival is over, let me tell you. The truth 
is... I didn’t like seeing you smiling at the customers so handsomely. 
Amane-kun, you only belong to me. You’re mine.” 


Mahiru tried her best to say everything through her slightly hesitant 
tone and snuggled up to his arm as if to assert that Amane was her 
partner alone. 

It was a crystal clear display of her jealousy and desire to 
monopolize him. Amane was aware that he shouldn’t laugh, yet he 
couldn’t hold back the smile naturally creeping up his face. 


(She really loves me...) 


He realized once again that Mahiru was showering him with her 
pure love and affection, and felt bashful at the fact he had exactly the 
same feelings for her. 

Mahiru clung to Amane, refusing to back down. While she showed 
hints of hesitation, Amane patted her head with his free hand. 


“Don’t worry. From now on, you'll get to know a lot of things about 
me that everyone else doesn’t... For starters, do you know that I’m more 
jealous than you think, Mahiru?” 


It may not be apparent to Mahiru, but Amane was quite jealous 
himself. 

Amane was aware that it would be unsightly to show his jealousy so 
openly and it was common knowledge that Mahiru was popular, that 
wasn’t something that would change. Knowing this, Amane tolerated it. 
Just like Mahiru, Amane also fully understood that she wouldn’t look at 
anyone else. 


Be as that may, Amane was still distressed by it and he wanted 
Mahiru to stay within his reach forever. 


“You’ve been in front of everyone for the past two days. Now, Pm 
not going to let you go.” 


“Yes.” 


“Pm only looking at you, Mahiru... so keep me all to yourself from 
now on. I’ll keep you all to myself too.” 


Mahiru was only snuggled up to his arm, but Amane, wanting to 
make up for the time he’d lost during the festival, guided Mahiru into 
his arms and enveloped her delicate limbs. After a moment of stiffness, 
Mahiru leaned against his body and entrusted herself to him. 


She was no longer a maid who smiled for everyone. She was the girl 
who smiled for Amane alone. 

Mahiru’s eyes were filled with sweet trust as she looked up at him, 
and reciprocating her honest and never-ending affection, Amane robbed 
her anxious lips to drown out the worries she harbored. He then gave 
her a tender smile. 

Trying not to break eye contact, he gently and delicately touched 
her sweet lips as if melting them and found Mahiru comfortably closing 
her eyes and accepting him. 


“Let’s treasure our time together until the end of the day,” he said, 
spoiling her as much as he could without kissing her too deeply. Mahiru 
slowly and reluctantly parted her lips from Amane’s as he patted her 
back to soothe her, pinning her into a kiss where they could share each 
other’s warmth. 

Her eyes were completely moist and she stared at Amane in 
embarrassment with a quiet, affectionate, and expectant look. 

Not knowing what her gaze meant, Mahiru buried her face in 
Amane’s chest before he could ask and gripped his shirt as if hesitantly 
seeking him with her slender fingers. 


“Tonight, is it okay if I don’t go home...?” 


And then, from within his arms, Amane heard that quiet murmur. 


Afterword 


Author's Message 


Thank you very much for picking up this book. 

My name is Saeki-san, the author. I hope you enjoyed the 7th 
volume of The Angel Next Door. 

Finally... the maid outfit is upon us, maid Mahiru has finally made 
her debut. If you’re reading this, then I’ll assume you’ve already finished 
reading the main story, but the wait is finally over! 

This was the cultural festival arc, so naturally, their class hosted a 
maid café, but as expected, Mahiru-san looked amazing in her maid 
outfit. She’s just so cute. Classical-style maids are just the best. 

Mahiru-san was watching Amane-kun flap his wings while being 
envious on the inside, but she still can’t contain her jealousy. While both 
of them have a rather reserved side to them, they’re gradually becoming 
more and more assertive as time goes by. Mahiru-san in particular was 
more assertive when it came to this volume. No clue whose idea that 
was, though. (I’m playing dumb) 


So, we’ll have to wait and see how long Amane can endure the 
shaking of his rationale. 

Mahiru-san just dropped a massive bombshell at the end of the last 
chapter, but please stay tuned to see what happens in the next volume. 


I had the honor of Hanekoto-sensei drawing even more wonderful 
illustrations for this volume, too. When I first saw them, I was so excited 
but also surprised. 

Even though the compositions of the illustrations are left up to 


Hanekoto-sensei, we receive wonderful illustrations each and every 
time. Isn’t the front cover just so wonderful? 

Volume 7 focuses on the cultural festival, so Mahiru-san was drawn 
in advance in preparation, but you know what? Why does she look so 
erotic? Is it just that my eyes are evil? 

Needless to say, I love all the illustrations, but my personal number 
one favorite this time is the art of Mahiru acting all bashful and shy. 
How can she be so cute? 


Last but not least, I would like to thank all of you for your help and 
support. 

I would like to thank the editor in charge, the GA Bunko editorial 
staff, the sales staff, the proofreaders, Hanekoto-sensei, the printers, and 
everyone who worked so hard to publish this work, as well as everyone 
who picked up a copy of this book. 

See you again in the next volume. Thank you for reading to the 
end! 


$a oad 


Hope you enjoyed. Fan translator, proofreader, and editor — Indi, 
writing. Big thanks to Dil#4898, for the Japanese raw & helping with 
translation; along with Unleashed16#4607. Also big thanks to existance is 
pain#3312, for proofreading; and Medz#1319 for assisting. Make sure to 
tell them how much you appreciate them in our discord server over at 
discord.gg/otonari, and thank you for reading our fan translation. 


Noticed any mistakes? Join the server and message Lil Indi ‘Y #6963 
on discord for a fixed version. 


Honorifics were kept and names were written in the Japanese 
format, as per the previous fan translations. In case you forgot, notable 
names in surname-first order are: Shiina Mahiru, Shiina Asahi, Shiina 
Sayo, Fujimiya Amane, Fujimiya Shuuto, Fujimiya Shihoko, Akazawa 
Itsuki, Akazawa Daiki, Shirakawa Chitose, Hiiragi Kazuya, Kuju Makoto, 


Kido Ayaka, and Kayano Souji. 


Trivia for anyone reading this far; Mahiru’s birthday is December 
6th, Amane’s is November 8th, Itsuki’s is April 3rd, and Chitose’s is May 
5th. 


Don’t forget to support the series in other ways! See the credits page 
for the relevant hyperlinks, and please purchase the official English 
Translation by Yen Press once available in your country. As of this 
translation, they have English translations up to Volume 4. I hope you 
will continue to enjoy this series! 


